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t CroRGE Risk, at the Shakeſpear's Head, 

one EWwING,. at the Angel and Buble, And 

ILLIAMm SMITH, at the Hercules, Bookſellers in 
 Dame's-ſfiret, Mo ccxxx, | 
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Spoken by Mr. FONES. | 


EE I IE 


00 long the Tragick Muſe hath aud the Stage, 
And frichtned Wives and Children with her Rage. + 

long Drawcanſir roars, Parthenope weeps, 

leev'ry Lady cries, and Criticks ſleep. 1 

h Ghoſts, Rapes, Murders, tender Hearts they woundz 
ae, like Thunder, terrifie with Sound. 

nthe till d Actreſs to her weeping Eyes, 

hartful Sigh, the Handkerchief applies 
v griev'deach Sympathizing Nymph appears? 
d Box and Gallery both melt in Tears. 
, when in Armour of Corinthian Braſs, 

ick Actor ſtares you in the Face, 

deries aloud with Emphaſis that's fit, on 1. 
erty, Freedom, Liberty and Briton; 
efrowning, gaping for Applauſe he ſtands, 
at generous Briton can Fa his Hands? 

the tame Animals deſign d ſor Show, 

have your Cues to clap, as they to bow ? | 
wht to commend, your Judgments have no ſhare ; 

Chance you gueſs aright, by Chance you err. 
ut Handkerchiefs and Britain laid aſide, | — 
Night we mean to laugh, and not te chide. 
In Days of Tore, when Fools were held in Faſhion, 
now, alas / all baniſMd from the Nation, 
merry Feſter had reform'd his Lord, 
uod have ſcorn'd the 1 Stoick's Word; 
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And kindly laugh at him, who laughs at you. 
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Bred in Democritus his laughing School,, 
Our Author flies ſad Heraclitus' Rules: 
No Tears, no Terror plead in his Behalf ; 

The aim of Farce is but to make you laugh, 

Beneath the Tragick or theComick Name, i 
Farces and Pupper-ſhows nc ey miſs of Fame. 
Since dhen, in horruu Dveſsy they've phaſed the Tom 
Condemn them not, appearing in their own. 


Smiles we expect, jrom the Good-natur'd few , © 
As ye are done by, ye Malicious, do; 
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SON G in the Firſt Act. 


AI R, Butter'd Peaſe. 


Luckleſs Sings. 
Does my deareſt Hariot ask 
hat for Love I wou d purſues 
Wou'd you, Charmer, know what Task 
I wou d undertake for you ? 
Ask the bold Ambitious, what 
He for Honours wou'd atchieve ; 
Or the gay Voluptuous, that 
Which he'd not for Pleaſures give. 
Ask the Miſer what he'd do 
To amaſs exceſſive Gain; 
Or the Saint, what he'd purſue, 
His wiſh'd Head n to attain, 
Theſe I wou'd attempt, and more; 
For oh ! my Harriot is to me, 
All Ambition, Nea ſure ſtore, 
Or what Heav'nit ſelf can be, 
R  Pharriot Ines, 
Wou'd my deare(i Luckleſs know, 
What his Conſtant Harriot can, 
Her tender Love and Faith to ſhow, 
For her dear, ver mw Man ? 
Ask the Vain Coquet, what ſhe 
For Mens Adoration wou d; 
Or from Cenſure to be free, 
As the vile Cenſorious Prude, 
In a Coach and Six to ride, 
What the Mercenary Jade; 
Or the Widow, to be Bride 
Joa brisł, broad. ſhoulder d Blads. 
All theſe I wou'd attempt for thee, 
Cod I but thy Palfos fix ; 
Thy Tongue my ſole Commander be, 
And thy 1 my Coach and Six. 
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How unhappy s the Fate 

To live by one's Pate, 

And be forc'd to write Hackney for Bread 
An Author's a Joke, 

To all manner of Folk, 

Where-ever be pops up his Head, bi Head, 
Where-ever he pops up his Head. 

Tho' he mount on that Hack, 

Old Pegaſus Bagk, 

| And of Helicon drink till he burſt, 

| : Yet a Curſe of thoſe Streams, 

Poetical Dreams, 

They never can quench one $ Thirſ, &c. 
4 7 how ſhowdh he fly. | 
On Fancy ſo high, 

When his Limbs are in Durance and Hold? 
Or how ſhou'd he charm, 

With Genious ſo warm, 


When his poor naked Body's a cold, &c, 


Perſons in the Farce. 
„ 


uckleß, the Author, and Maſter ol! Mr. Mullart. 
the Show, | 


Vitmore, his Friend, oy Mir. Lacy. 


arplay, Mr. Reynolds. 
2 5 Comedians, Ut Stopler. 


rokweight, a Book(cller, Mr. Jones. 
tarecrom, 1 85 Mr. Marſhal, 
Daſh, . Mr. Hallam. 

) uibble, Scribler S, | Mr, Dove. . 
Slotpage, | Mr. Wells, jun. 
Pack, Son to Luc kleſs, Mr. Achurch. 
Jack Pudding, Mir. Reynolds. 
dantomite, Mr. Marſhal, 


WOMEN, 


Mrs. Moneywood,the Author's Landlady, Mrs. Mul lart. 
Jer lartior, her Daughter, | Miſs Palms. 
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Perſia in the Puppet-Shoy, 


Conſtable, 


Murder-text, a Presbyterian Parſon, 
| Goddeſs of Nonſenſe, 


Charon, 


Curry, a Bookſeller, 


A Poet, 
Signior Opera, 


Don Tragedio, | 
Sir Farcical Comicł, 
Dr. Orator, 

Monſieur Pantomims, 
Mrs, Novel, 
Robgrave, the Sexton, 
Sailor, 

Somebody, 

Nobody, 

Punch, 

x 

Lady Kingeall, 

Mrs. Cheat'em, 

Mrs, Glaſi-ring, 
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Mr. Marſhal. 


Mr. Reynolds, 
Mrs, Hicks. 9 
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Mr. Dove, 
Mr, Wells, 
Mr, Hallam, 


Mrs. Mullart. 


Mr, Ayres. 
Mr. Dove. 

Mr. W. Hallam 
Mr. Szopler. 


Mr. Davenport. 
Mr. Jones. 


Mrs. Martin. 


Mr. Harris. 
Mr. Achurch. 


Mr. Harris, {1 
Mr I Wells " 


Mrs. Wind. 
Mrs, Blunt. 
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THE 


AuTHoOR's FARCE. 


vd xx d 


ACT-L Sen 


Luckleſs's Room in Mrs. Moncy- 


wood's Houſe. 


irs. Moneywood, Harriot, and Luckleſs. 


M0ONEYWOO D. Se 
WP EVER tell me, Mr. Luckleſs, of your 
paid. I would no more depend on a Bene- 


on a Benefit-Ticket in an un- drawon Lottery. 
Cou'd 1 have guels'd that J had a Poet 


amy Haule! Cou'd 1 have look d for a Poet under Lac'd 


Goaths! 
Yay Why not ſinoe you may often find Poverty under 


Money. 


Play, and your Play.— I ay, I muſt be 
fit-Night of an vnacted Play, than l wou'd 


16 The Aurhon's FARCE. 


and I know not where to dine. 


think you are ſo kind, never to trouble them a Second, 


ruining you Get you in — and if ever! ſee you togetht 
again, I'll turn you out of Doors remember that. | 


enough to ſtay three Months in my Houſe without pajiq 


' Money, Do you make a Jeſt of my Misfortune, Sir) 
Luck Rather, my Mistortune.— I am fure I have 
better Title to Poverty than you. You wallow in Wend 


Money. Never fear that; you'll never want a Din 
*ill you have dined at all the Eating. Houſes round. N 
one ſhuts their Doors againſt you, the firſt Time. — and 


Luck. No — and if you will give me leave to walk oy 
of your Doors, the Deel take me if ever I come into then 
again. 

1 Whenever you pleaſe, Sir; leaving your Mom 
ables behind. | 
Lyck. All but my Books, dear Madam, they will be 


no Service to you. 3 5 
Money, When they are ſold, Sir; and that's more th 7 
your other Effects wou'd; for I believe you may cally; 
away every thing elle in your Pockets if you h | 
„„ 3 , 
Har. Nay, Mamma, it is barbarous to inſult him. Mo 


Money. No doubt you'll take his Part.— Pray, ge 
about your Buſineis.— ſuppoſe he intends to pay me, ly 


SCENE Il. Luckleſs, and Mrs. Moneywood, 
Lack, Diſcharge all your Ill-· nature on me, Madam, bi 
ſpare poor Miſs Harriot. 5 
Money. Oh! then it is plain. 1 have ſuſpected you 
Familiarity a great while. Vou are a baſe Man. Is it nh 


me a Farthing, but you muſt ruin my Child? © 
Lack. I love her as I love my Soul, ——— Had I ti 


orld, I'd give it her all— e 
Money. But as you happen to have nothing in the Worl 

Ideſire you would have nothing to ſay to her. I ſuppoi Da 
you wou d have ſettled all your Catitles in the Air. - Al. 
Oh! 1 wiſh you had lodg d in one ot them, inſtead of i] 
Houſe. Well, Iam reſolv'd, when you are gone aw 
(which LT heartily hope will be very ſoon) I'll hang or 
my Door in great red Letters, No Lodgings for Pot. 


\ 


= ow 


The Aurhon's Faxen. II 


ser, never was ſuch a Gueſt as you have been,—— M 
we Floor is all ſpoil'd with In x my Windows wit] 
eil veries, and my Door has been almoſt beat down with 


uns. 5 
i Luck, Wau'd your Houſe had been beaten dawn, and 
every thing, but my dear Harriot, cruſh'd under it, Muſt 
I be your Scolding-ftock every Morning? And becauſe my 
Pocket is empty, muſt my Head be fill'd with Noiſe and 
Impertinence? Naturaliſts ſay, thar all Creatures even the 
moſt vengmous, are of ſome Uſe in the Creation. but l'm 
ſure a ſcolding Old Woman is of none; — unleſs ſhe ſerves 
in this World, as the Devil will in the other, to tor ment us. 
And if our Torment were to lie in Noiſe, I defy the Devil 
to invent a worle, | | 

Money. Sir, SIT—— 3 | 

Luck. Madam, Madam! I will attack you at your own 
Weapon. I'll pay you in your own Coin. 

Money. I wiſh you wou "Pay me in any Coin, Sir, 

Luck. Pay you ! that Word is always uppermoſt in your 
Mouth, as Gelt as in a Dutchman s. Look you, Madam, 
I'll do as much as a reaſonable Woman can require; Ill 
ſhew you all I have,. and give you all I have too, if 
you pleaſe to receive it. | 


y Carty 


u hay 


n. 
J. ge 
me, bj 
| Turns his Pockets inſide out. 
wood, Bl Money. I will not be us d in this manner. No, Sir, I 


m, big will be paid, it there be any ſuch thing as Law, 

Luck. By what Law you will put Money into my Pocket, 
d you don't know ; for Inever heard of any one who got Mo- 
s it nofney by the Law, but the Lawyers. I have told you already, 


Madam, and J tell you again, that the firſt Money I get 
ſhall be yours; and I have great Expectations from my 
Ply. In the mean time, your ſtaying here can be of no 
Service, and you may poſſibly drive ſome fine Thoughts 
out of my Head. I muſt write a Love Scene, and our 
Daughter wou'd be properer Company on that Occaſion, 
nan you. : ; | | 
Money. You wou'd act a Love Scene, I believe, but J 
ſhall prevent you; for I intend to diſpoſe of my ſelf, be- 


+ 


tore my Daughter. 


payi 
d I tit 
Woll 
ſuppol 
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ad of 
ne a 
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12 The AuTroR's Farce. 
Luck. D'ſpoſc of your ſelf! to whom? tothe Tall 


chandler! You will never have any thing to do with My Luc 
mony, till Zymen turns his Torch into a Tal.ow-C:nd * 
1 6 47 


then you may be of as much Uſe to him, as a fine Laj 
Eyes to Cupid, and may ſerve to light young People tol 
together. e 80 | 

Money. Youare a vile Slanderer. I am not ſo old, y 
ſo fat, nor ſo ugly, as you wou'd make me. And tis 
well known, that | have had very good Offers lincen 
laſt dear Husband died, it 1 wou'd have accepted them; 
I might have had an Attorney of New-1;:2——- or MI. fi 
on the Exciſe-man—— Yes, I had my Choice of tw 

ar ſous or a Doctor of Phyſick and yet I ſlighted then 
all; yes I ſlighted them for you. — 

Luck, For me! | 

Money. Yes, you have ſeen too viſible Marks of n 
Paſſion — too viſible for my Reputation. ä 

Luck. I have heard very loud Tokens of your Paſſo 
but I rather too k it for the Paſſion of Anger, thin 
Love. 3 | 
Money. Oh! it aroſe from Love!— Do but be ki 
and 1'l] forgive thee all. 

Luck, Death! Madam, ſtand off..— If l muſt be plagi 
with you, I had rather you ſhou'd af. t my Eyes than u 
Touch; at a diſtance, you offend but one Senſe ; but neare 
| you offend them all—aud I wou'd ſooner loſe thema 
than undergo you. 

Money. You ſhall repent this, Sir, remember that— 
you ſhall iepent it. Pl] ſhew you the Revenge of an it 
jur'd Woman. | | 

Luck. I ſua! never repent any thing that rids me of ol 
Madam, 1 aſſure you. [Ext 

SCE NE III. LuckJeſs, Harriot. 

Har. My dear Harry, I have been waiting an Opportls 
nity toreturn to you. 1 5 
LCuck. My dear Harrigt-— come to my Arms, and 
let me lay my aking fick Head on thy tender Boſom. 

Har. What's the Matter, my Dear? ww 

Luck. I am ſick of the moſt abominable Diſten 


FP Har, 


The AuTnoR's FARCE 13 


Har. Heav'n forbid / What is it? . 
Luck, Poverty, my Love. and your Mother is a moſt 
cellent Nurſe, 8 ; 

Har. What ſhall I do for you? my Money is all gone, 
d ſo are my Cloaths; which when my Mother finds 
it, 1 ſhall have as much need of a Surgeon, as you can 
e now of a Doctor. 5 5 

Luck, No, I wou d ſooner ſtarve, or beg, or ſteal, or 
e, than one Hair of my dear Harriot ſhou'd be hurt. I 
n armed againſt her utmoſt Rage; but for you 1 fear; 
rluch'a Spirit as your Mother, no Amaxon ever poſſeſs d 
fore. So, if my preſent Deſign ſucceeds, we will leave 
rtogether= 

Har, But if it ſhou'd fail _ | 

Luck, Say, then, my Harriot, wou'd my Charmer fly 
othe cold Climes beneath the Polar Sky? 

H, am'd with Love, cou'd ſhe endure to ſweat, 

neath the ſultry, dry Æquators Heat? 

hirſt, Hunger, Labour, Hardſhip, cou'd ſhe prove, 7 


om Converſation of the World remove, 
ad only know the Joys of conſtant Love? 
Har, Oh! more than this, my Luckleſs, would I do: 
[Places are a Heaven, when with you: 5 
me repoſe but on that faithful Breaſt, f 
ve me thy Love the W orld way take the reſt, 
Luck. My dear Harriot! by Heav'n, thy Lips are ſweeter 
n the Honey, and thy Temper is yet iweeter than 
em, | 
Har. | Sighs.]J ered 
Luck, Why do you ſigh, my Sweet? 8 
Har, I only wiſh 1 were aſſured of the Sincerity of 
ur Love. Song. 
Luck, It is unkind in you to doubt it, I wiſh it was in 
j Power to give you greater Proofs - but J will 
ſe you the greateſt in my Power which is, to 
ury you this Inſtant, 
Har. Then J am eaſy: But it is better to delay that 
ul our Circumſtances alter for, remember what 
ulayeyour ſelf ſaid in the Song you taught me: 


Won d 
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Mond you the charming Queen of Loves 
Invite with yon to dwell; 

No Want your Poverty ſhou'd prove, 2 
No State your Riches tell. 


Both Her, and Happineſs to hold, 
A middle State muſt pleaſe; 

They ſhun the Houſe that ſhine with Gold; 
And that which ſhines with Greaſe, 


Money. ( Within.) Harribt! Harriot ! oY” 
Har. Hear the dreadful Summons; Adieu, my Det 
1 will rake the firſt Opportunity of ſeeing you again. 
Luck, Adieu to my pretty Charmer Go thy 
ways, tor the firſt of thy Sex. What Fool wou'd dat- 
gle atter, and make himſelt a Slave to the inſolent Pride 
of a Miſtreſs, when he may find another with as much 
Good-nature as he wou'd wiſh? 
| SCENE IV; Luekleſs, Jack. 
So! What News bring ou | | 
Jack. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have been at ny 
Lord's, and his Lordſhip thanks you for the Favour yol 
have offered of reading your Play to him; but he has ſuck 
a prodigious deal of Butineſs, he begs to be excus'd.— 
have been with Mr. Keyber too; he made me no Anſwa 
at all, == Mr, Bool weight will be here immediately. 
Luck, Jack . | ; 
Fack, Sir, 3 
Luck. Fetch my Hat hither. 
Jack. It is here, Sir. „ 
Luck. Carry it to the Pawn-broker's. And, in you! 
way home, call at the Cook's- Shop make Halt 
So, one way or other I find, my Head muſt always pit 
vide tor my belly, 
SCENE V. Luckleſs, Witmore. 
Tuck. | am ſurprized, —— dear Witmore ! 
Wit. Dear Harry! | 
luck. This is kind, indeed; but I do not more wonde 
at finding a Man in this Age, who can be a Friend to Ad 
verſity, than that Fortune ſhould be ſo much my Irin 


. 


; AuTHoOR's FARCE. 17 
to direct you to me; for ſhe is a Lady 1 have not been 


uch indebted to latex. | 

it. She who told me, I aflure you, is one you have 
enindebted to a long while. ee 

Luck, Whom do you mean ? 
Wit. One who complains ot your Unkindneſs in not 
ſiting her Mrs, Lovewood. 

Luck, Doſt thou viſit there ſtill, then? 

Wit. I throw an idle Hour away there ſometimes — 
hen Iam in an ill Humour, I go there and rail, where! 
ure to feed it with all the Scandal in To.]-0 5. 
News- writer is more diligent in procuring Intelli- 
Cam no Bawd in looking after Girls with an un- 


thy WWſpck'd Maiden. head, than ſhe in ſearching out Women 
dat. {With crack'd Reputations. | 
Pride Luck. The much more infamous Office of the two. 
nuch ir. Thou art ſtill a Favourer of the Women, | find. 


wc, Ay, the Women and the Muſes— the high Roads 
Beggary. | f | | 
5, What, art thou not cured of Scribling yet? 
#«& No, Scribling is as impoſſible to cure as the Gout. 
fit, And as ſure a Sign of Poverty as the Gout-of 
bes. S'death lin an Age of Learning and true Politeneſs, 
ere a Man might ſucceed by his Merit, it wou d be an 
couragement, But now, when Party and Pre- 
Ice carry all before them, when Learning is decried, 
not underſtood, when the Theatres are Puppe:-ſhows, 
the Comedians Ballad-Singers: When Fools lead the 
wn, wou'd a Man think to thrive by his Wit? If 
muſt write, write Nonſenſe, write Opera's, write 


tertainments, write ce and you hay x Set up an 
u 


tory and preach Nonſenſe; and you may meet with 
ouragement enough. If you wou'd receive Applauſe, 
ave to receive Sentence at the Ola. Bailey: And if you 
d ride in your Coach, deſerve to ride ina Cart. 
kk, You are warm, my Friend. | 
Vit, It is becauſe I am your Friend, I cannot bear to 
wondaFF the Man 1 love ridiculed by Fools and !diots — To 
| to A Fellow, who had he been born a Chineſe, had been 
Friend low Mechanick, toſs up his empty Noddle with a 
1 | | {corng 
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ſcornful Diſdain of what he has not under ſtood; and Wy 
men abuſing what they have neither ſeen nor read, fron 
an unteaſonable Prejudice to an honeſt Fellow, whom the 
have not known, If thou wilt write againſt all the 
Real ons get a Patron, be Pimp to ſome worthleſs Mane 
Quality, write Fanegyricks on bim, flatter him with: 
many Virtues as he has Vices=— and don't pretend ty 
ſtand thy ſelf againſt a Tyde of Prejudice and Ill natur: 
wirich would have over-whelm'd a Plato or a Soorates, 
Luck. I own thy Advice is friendly, and I fear toomuc 
Truth is on your Side— but what wou'd you adyi 
me ro do? | | | 
it. Thou art a vigorous young Fellow——and then 
arerich Widows in Town. + 
Luck. But am already engaged, 
Hit. Why don't you marry then—— for I ſuppoſe yd 
are _ ſo mad, to have any Engagement with a poor ii 
ſtrels. N 5 1 8 
Luck. Even ſo, faith, and ſo heartily that I wou'dn 
change her for the Widow of a Craſes. / 
Mit. Now thou art undone, indeed. Matrimot 
clenches Ruin beyond Retrieval. What unfortunate 
wert thou born under! Was it t enough to follow the 
nine ragged Jades the Muſes, but you muſt faſten on ſos 
Earth- born Miſtreſs as poor as them: 1255 
Luck. Fie Viimore, thou art grown a Cburl. 
Wit. While thou wert happy, I cou'd bear theſe Fig in: 
while thy Rooms were furniſhed, and thy Cloaths who 
I cou'd bear thee, — But for a Man to preach up 4 
and the Muſes in a Garret, it wou'd not make me mt 
fick to hear Honeſty talked of at Court, Conſeienes 
Weſtminſter, Politeneis at the Univerficy wo Ny, 
had rather hear Women diſputing on the Mathematic 
CE NE Vi. Luckieſs, Witmore, Bookweigh 
Luck. Mr. Bookweight, your very humble Servatigy.. - 
Book. I was told, Sir, you had particular Buſineſs" 
me, | > | | 
| Luck, Ves, Mr, Bookweirht, I have ſomething 
into your Hands. I have a Play for you, Mr, Book'w! 
| Book, Is it accepted, Sir? By | 
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Luck. Not yet. | 


d Wo : 
fron book. Oh! Sir! when it is, it wiil be then Time e- 

\ they WWough to talk about it. A Play, like a Bill, is of no Va- 

| theo betore it is accepted, nor indeed when it is, very often. 
lan otic too is a plentiful Year of Plays — and they are like 
"_ us: In a plentiful Year they are commonly very 
end tC | 


\ature, 
ates, 
mud 
10% 


d then 


Luck. But ſuppoſe it were accepted (as you term it) 

lat wou'd you give me for it? (not that I want Money, 

"BM „ 

Book, No, Sir, certainly — But before I can make any 

wer 1 muſt read it I cannot offer any thing for 

tat l do not know the Value of. EOS 

it. That I imagine granted by the Players Approba- 

du: For they are, you know, very great Judges. 

Book, Yes, Sir, that they are, indeed That they 

uſt be allowed to be, as being Men of great Learning: 

ra Play which will do for them, will not always do for 

1 are your Acting Plays, and your Read- 

W. . 278. +1 | ' | Vt 

trim. 1 do not underſtand that Diſtinction. 

ate Su 8%. Why, Sir, your Acting Play is entirely ſuppor- 

ow tho by the Merit of the Actor, without any Regard to the 

00-4008 hor at all :— In this Caſe, it ſignifies very little whe- 

7 there be any Senſe in it or no. Now your Reading 

Locf a different Stamp, aud muſt have Wit and Mean- 

e Fiat. Theſe latter I call your Subſtantive, as 

lg able to ſupport themſelves. The former are your 

ſective, as what require the Humour and Geſtures of 

IQor to be joined to them, to ſhew their Signification. 

«R, Very learnedly defin d, truly, Mr. Bookweighr. 

book, J hope I have not had ſo much Learning go 

wh my Hands without leaving ſome in my Head. 

r. Well: But, Mr. Bookweight, I hope you will ad- 

a" ſomethin F | 

ine ls at. Why, had you a great Reputation I might ven- 

: But, truly, for young Beginners it is a very great 

td: For, indeed, the Reputation of che Author car- 

lhe greateſt Sway in theſe Aﬀairs, The Town have 
| | B been 
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been ſo fond of ſome Authors, that they have run they 

up to Infallibility, and wou'd have applauded them eyeny 

gainſt their Senſes. ERS = 

1 Wit. And who but a Mad- man would write in ſuch y 
Kuck. S death! Witmore! Tis cruel to inſult my M 


fortunes. 


Vit. Iwou'd cure them and that is not to be dot 
by Lenitives. - | . | 
Book. Iam of that Gentleman's Opinion: I dothin 
writing the ſillieſt Thing a Man can undertake, 
Luck. Tis ſtrange you ſhou'd fay ſo, who live by it, 
Book, Live by it! Ah! It you had loſt as much) 
Writersas I have done, you wou'd be of my Opinion, 
Luc x. But we are loſing Time — Will you adyanc 
fifty Guineas on my Play? | 
Book. No— nor fifty Shillings, I aſſure yon. 
Tuck. S death! Sir; do you beat me down at this Rat 
Book. Sir, Iwou'd not give you fifty Farthings.— f. 
ty Guineas, indeed! your Name is well worth that. 
Luck. Jack. | [ Jack ent 
Take this worthy Gentleman and kick him down Star 
Book. Sir, I ſhall make you repent this 
Jack. Come, Sir, will you pleaſe to bruſh—— 
Book, Help Murder I'll have the Law of you 
0: 
Tock: Ma, hi; d. | | 
SCENE VII. Luckleſs, Witmore, Mrs. Mone 
wood. | 
Money. What Noiſe is this? It is a very fine Thing in 
ly, Mr: Luckleſs, that you will make theſe Uproars inn 
Houſe. — 


Luck. If you diſlike it, it is in your Power to dro 


a much greater. Do you but ſpeak, Madam, and I 
ſure no one will be heard but your ſelf. | 
Money. Very well, indeed, fine Reflections on 1 
Character! — Sir, Sir, all the Neighbours know tut 
have been as quiet a Woman as any inthe Pariſh, 1 
no Noiſes in my Houſe till you came. We were the Far 
ly of Love — tut you have been a Nuſance to * 1 
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nN ther cghbourhood ————___ WR you had Money my Doors 
eveniere thundered at every 2 at four and five, and 
ice you have had none, my Walls have echoed nothin 
ſuch Mn your Noiſe and your Poetry Then there's 
keRaſcal your Man but I'll pay the Dog—— III 
cour him FO Fe [to Wit. 
ir, am glad you are a Witneſs to his Abuſes of me 
it lama Witneſs indeed, Madam; how unjuſtly he 
usabus'd you. 5 538 
Luck, [ Jack whiſpers. ] Mitmore, you'll excuſe me a 
oment. | | | 
SCENE VII. Mrs. Moneywood, Witmore. 
Money. Yes, Sir; and Sir, a Man that has never ſhewn 
ne the Colour of his Money. | | 
Wit, Very hard, truly — How much may he be 
1 your Debt, pray ? Becauſe he has order'd me to pay 
jou, 5 


ny M 
be don 


Jo thin 


by it, 
nuch 
inion. 


| advand 


vis Ru Money. Ah! Sir, I wiſh he had. 

— I it. I am ſerious, I aſſure you. | : 
wy Money. I am very glad to hear it, Sir. Here is the Bill 
ck ente 


ane me ſettled it this very Morning. I always thcught in- 
n Starr f 


led Mr. Luckle/s had a good deal of Honeſty in bis Prin- 
les —any Man may be unfortunate: but I knew when 
e had Money I ſhou'd have it. I never was in any Fear 
ormy Money, for my Part. 

Wit, There, Madam, is your Money on the Table. 
aſe to write a Receipt only. | 
Money. Sir, I give you a great many Thanks. There, 
Ir, is the Receipt— Well, it Mr. Luckleſs was but 

little Soberer——— I ſhou'd like him for a Lodger ex- 
<dingly : for T muſt fay I think him a very pleaſant 
wod-natur d Man. | | 
- SCENE IX, Luckleſs returns. 
bt. Thoſe are Words I never heard of that Mouth 
fore. | 
Money. Ha, ha, ha! you are pleas'd to be Merry. 

Luck, Why Witmore. thou haſt the Faculty oppoſite to 
atof a Witch and can'ſt lay a Tempeſt. - I ſhou'd 
ave as ſoon imagin'd one Man cou'd have ſtopta Cannon 
in its full Force, as her Tongue, and I believe ſhe may 
Netw N B 2 be 


of you 


5, Mone 


hing ti 
Rars inn 


to dro! 
and I al 


ns on 1 
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be heard as far Were ſheto roar forth a Summons to 
Town, it wou d have more Effect on the Governor thy 
volley of Artillery. | 
Money. Ha, ha, ha! | | 

Wit. Lickleſs, good Morrow] will ſe you; 
gain ſoon. | 1 5 

Luck. Mit more, | am yours. . 

SCENE X. Luckleſs, Mrs. Money wood. 
Money. Well, Mr. Luckleſs, you are a comical Man, t 
give one ſuch a Character to a Stranger, b 
Luck. The Company is gone, Madam; and now, lil 
true Man and Wite, we may fall to abuſing one anothe 
as faſt as we pleaſe. os 

Money. Abuſe me as you will, ſo you pay me, Sir. 

Luck. S'death! Madam, I will pay you, 

Money. Nay, Sir, I do not ask it before it is due— 
don't queſtion your Payment at all: If. you were to ſt 
in my Houſe this Quarter of a Year, as1 hope you wi 
1 ſhou'd not ask you tor a Farthing. 

| Luck, Tol, lol, lol. But I ſhall have her begi 
with her Paſſion immediately; and I had rather feel tht 
higheſt Effects of her Rage, than the lighteſt of her Love 

Money. But why did you chuſe to ſurprize me withny 
Money: why did you not tell me you'd pay me? 

Luck. Why have I not told you? 

Money. Yes, you told me of a Play and Stuff: BY 
you never told me you wou'd order a Gentleman top 
me. Well, you have comical ways with you, but Jog 
have Honeſty in the Bottom, and I'm ſure the Gentlema 
himſelf will own J gave you that Character. 

Luck. Oh! — I ſmell you now. You ſee, Madan 
I am better than my Word to you; did he pay it you 
Goldor Silver ? | 

Money. All pure Gold. 8 8 = 

Tuck. 1 have a vaſt deal of Silver within; will Jon 
de me the Favour of taking it in Silver? that may be of 
uſe to you inthe Shop too. 5 

Money. Any thing to oblige you, Sir! „ 

Luck. Jack, bring out the great Bag, number 01 
Pleaſe to tell the Money, Madam, on that Table. Mews 

| 0 


| 


* 
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Money. [Tells the Money.) It's eaſily told Heaven 
rows there's not ſo much on't. 

Enter Jack. | 
hen Jack enters, Luckleſs gets between Mrs. Money- 
wood and the Table.) 81 
Jack. Sir, the Pag is ſo heavy, I cannot bring it in. 
Luck, Why then, come and help to thruſt a heavier Bag 


1Sto 


than 


. | 
Money. What do you mean, Sir? 

Luck, Only to pay you in my Bedchamber, 

Money. Villain, Dog, I'll ſwear a Robbery and have you 
"g's; Rogues, Villains! | 

Luck, [ huts the Door] Be as noiſy as you pleaſe. — 
Sir. Wt, call a Coach, and dye hear, get up behind it and at- 


nd me. a 
1e c . 
EEC 
ACT H. 8 NE . 
er begit 


feel the A Tavern, 


ay 8 Luckleſs, Marplay, Sparkiſh. 

| LucKkLEss [Reads.} f 
iff: zu HEN hence my Sorrows, hence my ev'ry Fear; 
n top No matter where, ſo we are bleſs'd together. 


but jo ich thee, the barren Rocks, where not one Step 
tler human Race lies printed in the Snow, 
Look lovely as the ſmiling Infant Spring. 
Madam [Yawning.] Will you pleale to read that again, Sir; 
t you if Luck, | Reads again.] | ; | 
Mir, Then hence my Sorrow. Horror is a much 
er Word, in my Opinion And then in the ſecond 
will you — vill you pleaſe to read it again. | 
nay be ol ck No matter where, ſo weare bleſs'd together. 
| ar, In my Opinion it wou'd be better o: 
o matter where, ſo ſomewhere we're together. 
ber On 55 is the Queſtion, ſomewhere is the Anſwer— Read 
3 5 3 


Mag [Reads on.] 28 Cc. 1 
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Mar. I cou d alter thoſe Lines to a mch better Idea 
With thee, the barren Blocks, That is Tr, 
where not a bit 
Ot human Face is painted on the Bark, 
Look green as Covent · Garaen in the Spring. 
Luck. Green as Covent- Garden! | 
Mar. Yes, Covent-Garden Market: where they { 
Greens. 8355 | 
Luck, Monſtrous! Sir, I muſt ask your Pardon, I cann 
conſent to ſuch an Alteration. Iris downright Nonſca{ 
Mar. [ Ri/ong from the Table.} Sir, it will not do—u 
ſo I wou'd not have you think any more ot it. 
Spark. No, no, no. It will not do. 
Luck. What Faults do you find ? 
Mar. Sir, there is nothing in it that pleaſes me, ſo li 
ſure there is nothing in it that will pleaſe the Town, 
Spark. There is nothing in it that will pleaſe the Tom 
Lack. Methinks you ſhou'd find ſome particular Fault 
Mar. Truly, Sir, it is ſo full of Faults—— that theE 
of my Judgment is ſo diſtracted with the Variety of ( 
jects that it cannot fix onany, _ 
Spark. No, no, no. cannot fix on any. 
Mar. In ſhort, there is not one good thing in it from 
Beginning to the End. 8 ; 
Luck, Some who have read it think otherwiſe. 
Mar. Let them think as they pleaſe —— I'm ſurewe 
the beſt Judges. | 
Spark. Yes, yes, weare the beſt Judges. 
Luck. Cou'd you convince me of any Fault, I'we 
| amend it: but you argue in Plays as the Pope does in 
gion, or the Ariſtoteliſts in Philoſophy ; you maintain) 
Hypotheſis by an Ipſe dicit. 
Mar, I don't underſtand your hard Words, Sir; © 
think it is very hard it a Man who has been ſo long 
Trade as I have, ſhou'd not underſtand the Value q 
Merchandize, ſhou'd not know what Goods will belt 
the Town. Come Sparkiſh, will you go to 10 
Luck. Fare ye well, Gentlemen: may angther Fa 
you more Service. | 85 
SCENE II, Marplay, Sparkiſh. 
Mar. Ha, ha, ha! VV 7 


, 
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Spark, What doſt think of the Play? | 


Mar, It may be a very good one, for ought 1 know; 
ut 1 know the Author has no Intereſt, „ 
Sark. Give me Intereſt, and rat the Play. * 
Mar. Rather rat the Play which has no Intereſt. Inte- 
elt ſways as much in the Thea: re as at Court. And you 
now it is not always the Companion of Merit in either. 
Hark. But pray, Mr. Mayplay, what was the Reaſon of 

It extraordinary Demand of yours upon the Office? 

Mar. Truly, Sir, it was for the Gocdof the Office. 
ome of it was given to Puffs, to cry up our new Plays 
ind one half Guinea to Mr. Scribler tor a Panegyrical Eſſay 
he News- Paper, with ſome other ſuch Services, But 
are you ſeen my new Entertainment practiſed, CuCtolds 
l-4-Row ? Spark. No. 


lea, 
Trees, 


hey | 


| cannc 
onſenſ 


, ſo lt 


1, Mar. I will affirm this, that it is the beſt thing that has 
e Tom er appear'd on the Stage don't know whether 1 ſhall 
r Fault, Not lay the Pit and Boxes together, at halt a Guinea a Seat. 
at the Spar. 1 wou'd not adviſe that: for the Town grumbies 
ty of eur raiſing the Prices as we have done. 


Mar, Rat the Town. Let them grumbie, I'm ſure 
ty will not ſtay away For their Hiſſes they have no 
ore Effect on me than Muſick wou'd have on an Owl 
tie Curſes of an undone Client on an Attorney — I have 
en us'd to them; and any Man who loves hiſſing may 
ne his three Shillings worth at me whenever he pleaſes. 
SCENE III. A Room in Mr. Bookweight's Houſe, 
Daſh, Blotpage, Quibble, writing at ſeveral Tables. 
Daſh, Pox on't, I'm as dull as an Ox, tho' I have not a 
tot one within me. I have not din'd theſe two Days, 
yet my Head is as heavy as any Alder man's or Lord's. 
arry about me Symbols of all the Elements; my Head is 
beavy as Water, my Pockets are light as Air, my Appe- 


it from 


. 
ure we 


It, 1 WiC 
bes in! 
zintain} 


Sir; b 


Co long eis as hot as Fire, and my Coat is as dirty as Earth. 

Value of Br. Lend me your Byſbe, Mr. Daſh, I want a Rhime 
11 belt ind — | | 
»to Jon Da. Why there! blind, and kind, and behind, and 


nd, and Mind — It is one of the eaſieſt Terminations 

r. I have had it four times in a Page. 

bot, Devil take the firſt Inventor ot Rhiming I ſay. 
B 4 Yoyr 


ther Ph 


lo 
h of 
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Your Buſineſs is much eaſier, Mr. Daſh, Well, of i 
the Places in my Maſter's Gift I ſhou'd molt like tobe 

Clerk of the Ghoſts and Murders. You have nothing todo 
but to put a ſet of terrible Words together in the Title Page 
Daſh. The Buſineſs is eaſy enough, but it is ata ver 
low-Ebb now. No, Mr. Dibble there, as Clerk of the 

Libels, wou'd have the beſt Place, were it not that fey 
Men ever fat in his Chair long without ſtanding on an ol 
fort of a Stool in the Street, tobe gap'd at an Hour or ty 
by the Mob. 

Quib. We act oa different Principles, Mr. Daſh; t 
Your Buſineſs :o promiſe more than you perform, an 
mine to promiſe leſs. i 
Blot. Pſhaw ! thy Buſineſs is to perform nothing at al. 
Daſh, It becomes an Author to be diffuſive in his Tit 
"Page. A Title Page is to a Book, what a fine Neck is tos 

Woman. — Therefore ought to be the moſt regarded, asit 

is the Part which is view'd before the Purchaſe. [ A Sun 
SCENE IV. Tothem, Bookweight. 
Book. Fie upon it, Gentlemen! what, not at your Pens 

Do you confider, Mr. Quibble, that it is above a For 
night ſince your Letter from a Friend in the Country wi 
Publiſh'd — is it not high time for an Anſwer to com 
out— at this rate, before your Anſwer is printed you 
Letter will be forgot — I love to keep a Controverſj i 
warm ] have had Authors who have writ a Pamplit 
in the Morning, anſwered it in the Afternoon, and com 
promiſed the matter at Night, 

uib. Sir, I will be as expeditious as poſſible. 


Book, Well, Mr. Daſh, have you done that Murder yet 
Daſh. Yes, Sir, the Murder is done I am only abo ha 
a few moral Reflections to place betore it. = £ 
Book, Very well— then let me have the Ghoſt finiſh # 
by this Day Sevennight. © 
Daſh. What ſort of a Ghoſt wou'd you have, Sir? fo 
laſt wasa pale one. x | |: 


| Book, Then let this be a bloody one... Mr. Both 
what have your Lucubrations produc'd ? — [read 
Poetical Advice to a certain—— from a certain 0! 
certain. from a certain. Very good! I will fay, Mt 
Blot page writes as good a Daſh as any Man in So, No 


* 
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and ated like Stock-Jobbers. So to oblige a young hx 
ginner, I don't care if I Print it at my own Expence. 
Seare, But pray, Sir, at whoſe Expence ſhall | eat! 
Book. That's an empty Queſtion. „ 
Scare. It comes from an empty Stomach, I'm ſure, 
Book. From an empty Head, I'm afraid. Are ther 
not a thouſand ways for a Man to get his Bread by? 
Scare, I wiſh you wou'd put me into one. 
Book, Why then, Sir, 1 wou'd adviſe you to come aul 
take your Seat at my Tables. Here will be every thin 
that is neceſſary provided for you. I am as great aFrien 
to Learning as the Dutch are to Trade. No one ci 
want Bread with me, who will earn it. Beſides 
Tranſlator will be ot uſe to me: for my laſt is in Ne 
gate for Shoplifting. The Rogue had gotten atricko 
tranſlating out of the Shops as well as out of the La 
guages. | ; | 
Scare. I prefer any thing to ſtarving. 
Book. Then, Sir, if you pleaſe to throw by your Hit 
which you will have no more uſe for, and take up you 
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Pen. | Es E 
Scare. But, Sir, I am afraid Iam not qualified fe 
1 Tranſlator. OR 


Book, How, not qualified ! | 

Scare, No, Sir: L underſtand no Language but u 
own. | | | 
Book. What, and tranſlate Virgil? 

Scare. Alas, Sir, I tranſlated him out of Dryden. 

Book. Not qualified /— If Iwas an Emperor tho 
ſhould'ſt be my Prime Miniſter. Thou art as well vers 
in thy Trade, as if thou had'ſt labour'd in my Garret thel 
„ ten Vears. Let me tell you Friend, you will hai 
i more occaſion for Invention than Learning here: y0 


r 4 : 
2 Ry, 2224 — 
— r 
— 2 
on — - _ Pe 


1 


. will be ſometimes obliged to tranſlate Books out ot a 
J Languages (eſpecially French) which were never Printe 


W in any Language whatſoever. | 
; Scare. Your Trade abounds in Myſteries. 
Book, The Study of Bookſelling is as difficult 35 the 
wt Law,-—and there are as many Tricks in the. one 45 tt 
'', ther, Sometimes we give a Foreign Name to = ow 
13 vi | | Lavour 


our and ſometimes we put our own Names 
\the Labour of others, Then as the Lawyers have. 
\bn-a-Nokes and Tom-a-Stiles, fo we have Meſſieurs 
wrenear St. Paul's, and Smith near the Royal Exchange. 
s CEN E VII. Io them, Luckleſs. 
Luck, Mr. Book weight, your Servant. Who can form 
himſelf an Idea more amiable than of a Man at the 
ied of fo many Patriots wor king for the Benefit ot their 
duntr 7) 7? | | 
"wi Truly, Sir, I believe it isan Idea more agreeable 
b you—than that ofa Gentleman in the Crown-Office 
ning thirty or torty Guineas for abuſing an honeſt 
radelſman. 
Luck, Pſhaw, that was e me done, and a Man 
vho lives by wit, muſt not be angry at a Jeſt; beſides, 
he Law has been your Enemy and you wou'd not 
j to an Enemy for Succour. | 
Book, Sir, I willuſe my enemy as I wou'd my Friend, 
or my own Ends: But pray, Sir, what has brought you 
ther? If you have a Mind to compromiſe the Matter, 1 
ud rather have a little ot your Money, than that the Law- 
ers ſhou'd have a great deal. Bo 
luck. Haſt thou dealt in Paper ſo long, and talk of Mo- 
ey to a modern Author? You might as wel have talk'd 
atin or Greek to him. I have brought you Paper, Sir. 
Book. That is not bringing me Money, I own but it 
al not be taking away Money, Sir, for I will have no- 
hing to do with your Paper or you either. 
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nce. 
| cat? 
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7 thing 
a Friend 
one cu 
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n Ne 
trick 0 


the Lat 


our Hit 
up you 
fied for 
but m1 


len 


ror tho Luck, Why pr'ythee, Man, I have not brought you a 
ell vers ray — nor a Sermon. 
ret the Book, Have you brought me an Opera? 
will ba Luck. You may call it an Opera it you will, but I call it 
ere: Jog Puppet-Show.. Es 
ut of i Book, A Puppet- Show) 
Print Luck. Ay, a Puppet-Show, and is to be play'd this 
Night in the Hay- market Play-Houſe. 

Book. A Puppet-Show ina Play-Houſe! : 
; 2s thi L:ct, What have been all the Play-Houſes a long time 
e as tugdut Puppet- Shows? , | 
zur OW 5 | 
OUT 


Book. 
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Enter Jack- Pudding, Drummer and Mob, The Dr 
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28 The Aurhon's FARCE. 


Book. Why, I don't know how it may ſucceed; at lf 
I had rather venture on a thing of that nature, than a n 


gular Play ſo if you pleale to come in, if I can muſe" 

a Bargain with you I will- Gentlemen, you may go 
Dinner. 5 1 ph 
| SCENE VIII. The Street. ere 


„ ceaſing. * 
Har. This is to give No: ice to all Gentlemen, Ludi 
and others that at the Play-Houſe oppoſite to the Op 
in the Hay- market, this Evening will be performed th 
whole Puppet-Show call'd The Pleaſures of the Town; Mr 
which wil be ſhewn the whole Court of Dulneſs, wit 
abundance of Singing and Dancing, and ſeveral other l. 
tertainments —- - alſo the Comical and diverting fu 
mours of Some-body, and No- body: Punch and his Wi 
Joan, to be perform'd by living Figures — —— fomec 
them Six foot hi beginning exactly at Seven 
Clock. God fave the King. : [ Drum beat 
SCENE IX, Witmore with a Paper, Lucke 
5 3 meeting. 4 
Wit. Oh! Luckleſs, 1 am overjoy'd at meeting yot 
———— — here, take this Paper, and you will be diſcourag 
writing, I warrant vou. YR 
Luck. What is it ? Oh! one of my Play-Bills, 
Mit. One of thy Play-Bills! 3 | 
Luck. Even ſo, Sir. I have taken the Advice jo 
gave me this Morning. £5 
Wit. Ex-lain. | - 
Luck. Why, | had ſome time ſince given this Puppe 
Show of mine to be rehearſed, and the „ ctors were d 
perfect in their Parts; but we happen'd to diſſent abou 
{ome Particulars, and I had a deſign to have given it ove! 
till having my Play refus d by Mat play and Sparkiſh, | {en 
for the Managers of the Houſe in a Paſſion, join'd 1ſt 
with them, and this very Evening it is to be acted. 
Wit. Well 1 wiſh you Succeſs — 
Tuck. Where are you going? 


The AuTHoR's FaRkceg. 29 


Mt. Any where but to hear you damn'd, which I muſt, 
| were to go to your Puppet-Show I tell you 


t leaf 


na 
1 61 Town is prejudic'd againſt you, and they will damn 
u whether you deſerve it or no.——1t they ſhou'd 


0 it 
N joh till they burſt the moment they knew you 
ere the Author they wou'd change their Faces, and 
ear they never laughbd at all. 
Luck, Pſhaw, 1 can't believe thee. 


> Dry 


Lide it. Sdeath! J have heard Senſe run down, and ſeen 
e Opa etiſm, downright Idiotiſm triumph ſo often, that I 
mu almoſt think of Wit and Folly as Mr. Hobbes does of 
un; M ral Good and Evil, that there are no ſuch Things. 

s, wick. Well, indulge me in this Trial and I af 


ethee if it be ſucceſsleſs it ſhall be the laſt. 
it. On that Condition I will but ſhou'd the 
nent run againſt you, I ſhall be a faſhionable Friend, 
biſs with the reſt, : . 
Luck, No, a Man who cou'd do ſo unfaſhionable and 
enerous a thing, as Mr. Vitmore did this Morning. 
it, In return, will you grant me a Favour? 

ck. Do you doubt it? N | 
132 mention it to me more —— I will now 
le Pit | | 5 

ck. And I behind the Scenes. 

SCENE X. Ars. Moneywodd. 

Mrs. Money wood, and Harriot. | 
ar, It is very hard, Madam, that you will not ſuffer 
t leaſt to indulge my ſelf in Grief; that it is not e- 
ch to tear me from the Man I love, but I muſt have 


ther br 
ting Hy 
his Wi 
{ome 
Seven 
am beats 
Luckel 


ing yo 
courag 


-Bills, 


dyice jo 


s Puppei Tas eternally curſt with hearing him abuſed — 

were iy”: Mon. Oh monſtrous ! Love a Puppet-Show Fel- 

ent about 1 1 25 8 

5 it oer. His Misfortunes may leſſen him in the Eye of 

6, 1 feed: But they ſhall never leſſen him in mine. Nay, 
ehim for them. 


in d'Iſſu e 
4 . Mon, You have not a drop of my Blood in you. 
: Man for his Misfortunc !—— Huſly, to be poor 
fortunate are Crimes Riches are the cnly 


mmendation to People ot Senſe of both Sexes, and 


8 2 
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chend Six is one of the Cardinal Virings: 
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rious Gentleman, truly. He hath robbed me of af! 


you can be ot his Love, 


3 The Autuor's FARcx. 


Har. I deſpiſe it, and the Fool who was born to it. Ny 
give me the Man, who, thrown naked upon the Woll 
like my dear Lucklefs, can make his way throughit by l 
Merit and virtuous Induſtry. | 

Mrs. Mon. Virtuous Induſtry! A very virtuous, indul 


Guineas To- day or ſo . but he is a very virtuous la 
no doubt. | | | 
Har. He hath only borrowed what you know he will 
pay: you know he is honeſt, 
Mrs. Mon. law no more ſatisfied of his Honeſty tl 


Har, Which 1 am ſure he hath given me ſufficia 
Proofs ot. 
Mrs. Mon. Proofs! Oh the Villain ! Hath he gin 
you Proots of Love? | 
Har. All that a modeſt Woman can require, 
Mrs. Mon. If he hath given you all a modeſt Won 
can require, Iam afraid he has given you more than an 
deſt Woman ſhould take: Becauſe he hath been ſo god 
Lodger, I ſuppoſe I ſhall have ſome more of the Fan 
to keep : It is probable I may live to ſee halt a dozen G 
ſons of mine in Grabſtreer.. | 
| = - Ng 
So, Raſcal, what's become of your Maſter > 
Jack. Oh, Madam! 1 am frightned out of ! 
Wits. 55 4 
x _— 7 What's the matter? 
Jac. There's the ſtrangeſt ſort of Man below enqui 
after my Maſter, that ever was ſeen. 
Mon. What I ſuppoſe a ſort of Bailiff ? | 
Fac. Oh! Madam, I fancy it is the Man in the Me 
or ſome Montter there are five hundred Peopl 
the Door looking at him. he is dreſſed up in nothing 
Ruffles and Cabbage Nets. eb 
Mon, This is either ſome trick of his to catch me 
ſome Trick of a Bailiff to catch him However, I 
ſift out the Bottom of it. Come, ſhew me where be 
Har. Heav'ns protect my dear Lyckleſs. / * 
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The Play-Houſe. 
Enter Luckleſs as Maſter of the Show, and Player. 


PF S very ſurprizing, that after I have been at 
all this Expence and Trouble to ſet up my 
Ingsin your Houſe, you ſhould defire me to Recant; 
Inow too, when the Spectators are all aſſcmbled, and 
leither have the Show or their Money. f 

lay, It is beneath the Dignity of the Stage. . 

af. That may be, ſos all Farce, and yet you ſee a Farce 
Ings more Company to a Houſe than the beſt Play that 
r was Writ 


he will 
eſty tu 
ſufficie 
| he gil 


ſt Wom 


For this Age would allow Tom 
han aua better Poet than Congreve or M ychery; who 
ſo goo! Judnotthen rather Eat by his Nonſenſe, than Starve 


bis Wit The Lodgings of Wits have long 


he Fan * i : 
uin the Air, and Air muſt be their Food now-a- 


zen Ol 
s, 1 
Play, I am not the firſt indeed that has diſgrac d the 


pe, | 
Maſt. And J heartily wiſh you may be the laſt, and 
tmy Puppet-Show may expel Farce and Opera, as they 
edone Tragedy and Comedy. | 
lay, But hatk you Friend how came you to call this 
rmance of yoursa Puppet=Show ? 
af. You muſt know, Sir, that it was originally de- 
to be play'd by real Puppets, till a Friend ot mine ob- 
ling the Succeſs of ſome things in Town, advis'd me 
ng it on the Stage. Thad offer'd it to the old Houle, 
they ſay nothing but your fine Senſe, ſuch Plays as Ce/ar 
t, will go down there. 
ay. But what is the Deſign or Plot? for I could make 
lier Head nor Tail of it, for my part. | 

aft. Why Sir, the Goddeſs of Nonſenſe is to fall in 
le with the Ghoſt of Signior Opera. 


put of 1 


7 efiquil 
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A\ Play. 
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32 5 The Pleaſures of- the Town, 


lay. Fall in Love with a Ghoſt, ha, ha, ha! 
Maſt. Ay Sir Lou muſt know that the Scent 
laid on the other ſide of the River Styx, ſo all the Peopt 
the Play are Ghoſts. 
Play. This Varrying of Ghoſts is a new Doctrine Frie 
Maſt So much the likelier to pleaſe Tho' Ic 


who obſerving that every one could not ſee the real Cor 
nation brought a Repreſentation of it upon their dq 
So, Sir, ſince every one has not Time or Oppon 
nity to viſit al the Diverſions of the Town, I have broug 
moſt of them together in one — But come, ir is time 
begin, 1 think we will have an Overture, tho'ows| 
not a regular Opera, 
Play. By all means an Overture. 
Maſt, If you pleaſe, Sir, you ſhall fir down by. 
Play away, | | Jo 
Moft. Gentlemen, the firſt thing I preſent you with 
Punchinello. 
[The Curtain drawn diſcoversPunch in a great Chi 
9 5 Punch Sings. | 
Air I. Whilſt the Town's brimfull of Folly, 
whilſt the Town's brimfull of Farces, 
Flocking whilſt we ſee her Aſſes 
Thick as Grapes upon a Bunch, 3 
Critichs, whilſt you [mile on Madneſs, 
And more ſtupid 5 ſolemn Sadneſs 3 
Sure you will not frown on Punch. 
Maſt, The next is Punch's Wife Joan. 
5 | Entey Joan. | 
Joan, What can ail my Husband ? he is continually but 
ming Tunes, tho? his Voice be only fit to warble at Hoy 
Norton, where thePiggs would accompany it with Orgut 
I was in hopes Death would have ſtopp'd his Mouthat 
gut he keeps his old harmonious Humour even in 
Shades, | | 
bunch Be not angry, dear Joan; Orpheus obtal 


his Wife from the Shades, by charming Pluto with! 
Muſick. N. . 75 


* 


Yuan, Sirrah, Sirrah, ſhould Pluvo hear you ſing you 
expect no leſs Puniſhment than Tamalus has 
the Waters would be brought above your Mqqith to 


pit. 2 "Fad ? | 
F oh Truly, Madam, T don't wiſh the ſame Succeſs 


Scent 
cople 


10 et with; could I gain my own Liberty 
leu bens met with; C y o j — 
| 00 Deyil might have you with all my Heart. 

al Cor 3 We : 

pott 


* 


broup Joan, Joan, Joan, has a Thund'ring Tongll 

time! And Joan, fon Joan, is a bold one, hs | 

ours! Hou happy is he, | ; 
Who from Wedlockis free : 


For who'd have a Wife to Scold one? 
n by ll. | 2 | = 
"Whew, Punch, Plnch, Punch, pr'ythee think of youp 


Wil ms | 5 
Pe 'ythee look at your great ſirutting Belly : 


eat Chi - Sirrah, if you dare 
| War with me declare, 
olly. 1 will beat your fat Guts to a Jelly, 


1 [Heretheydaieyy 
Ain III. BubhingFoay, 


Joan, you are the Plagus of my Life, 
A . be welcomer than ſach 4 Wife \ 


ally bun, Punch, your Merits had you but ſhar'd, 

- at e Tour Neck had been longer by half aTardc 

h Orgat Ugly Witch, TE: 8 

wth at Mn. Sen of a Bitch, 71. 
ven in HM. Would you were Hang d or droum d ina Ditch, 

s dle [Here they dangeagain, 


0 with | 


b. Pun, 


WO Then in un 
11 38 +... Sinte we hate, like People in Vogue, 
Let us call not Butch and Rogue : 


[1 $$ Gentler Titles letus uſe, _ : 
11 B44 Hats each other, but not abuſe, 
ah 4 Joan. Pretty Dear® 5 | 


Pun. Ah! MaChere! 
Both. Jey ef my Liſe andonly Care. 


11 RT 
|' 1:26 3 [Dance and Ex 
[1 J*3M | * 


"Maſt. Gentlemen, the next is Charon and a Poet; th 
are diſputing about an Affair pretty common with Pot 
bing off without paying. 

Enter Charon and a Poet. 

Char, Never tell me, Sir, I expect my Fare I won 
der what Trade theſe Authors drive in the other Worl 
I would with as good a will ſee a Solgfer aboard my Bd 
A tatter'd Red-coat, and a tatter'd Black one have bir: 
me ſo often,that I am reſolv'd never to take either ofthe 
up again——unleſs I am paid before-hand. 

Poet, What a wretched thing it is to be Poor 

My Body lay a Fortnightin the other World before it » 
Buried. And this Fellow has kept my Spirit a Mont! 
ſunning himſelf on the other fide the River, becauſe n 
Pockets were empty Wilt thou be ſo kind a1 
ſhew me the Way to the Court of Nonſenſe. 
Char. Ha, ha, ha! the Court of Nonſenſe! why pit 
Sir, what have you to do there? theſe Rags look mo 
like the Dreſs of one of Apollo's People, than of Ni 
ſenſe's. EY 7 | | | 5 
Poet. Why Fellow, didſt thou never carry Rags to N. 
22 5 | 5 | 
Keb, Truly Sir, I cannot ſay but I have, but it i 
long time ago, I aſſure you; if you are really bound ti 
ther, I'll ſet your Name down in my Pocket- book, ap. 
I don't queſtion your Honour's Payment Nfg E 
s che beſt Deity to me in the Shades Look at ti la- 
Account, Sir. ls 0 
Poet. (Reads. ) Spirits imported for the Goddeſs off 
ſenſe, ſince October, in the Year Five People 
ore 


l 
i 


On. - 


. 42 N ITY 

Rt n — „ n „ 

FC ˙ ü —T———T—T—T—T—TbTbTPTbTbT— — LE" 9 
o 


0 2-0. r — — . 
© 2 * 3 1 > 
e E nnr 3 
* — F 
— * 


— 


— N 


- 


— — 


9 5 — 
F — — = — "_ ws — * = 
PP r 
pH _ Ci”. . n= — 
8 23 * 


— —— cn r 
— ——— re 


r w 


- — — — — be \ 
s n - - — — 
— 9 n * 5 * "GE IE "- — —— * Y 
w — 7 Y v2 ln Fee CoA 0 —— 5 < K . * — I e i 
| Ker. A — IE I REES = OE 22 5 2 — I 
* CUM TORY 1 neat ADE — 8 /n oo OI ES ES 0 
— — — by . — I — A — * — 
EW - ' 2 * * 
N * 2 * a — = 


4 
<> a 


dan . e. —— n 
2 4 > * #7 2 


3 

_ _ 
Ss "It; r 
* r —— 
r 
8 


14 
* 
4d 
; a 
\ Far 
* 
[ 4 
"i 
# 
. [lu 
ki F 
Ft 
1 
„ 
* [© 
oo" + ' 
#1 4 
* 
1 
* "EM 
. 


— 


The Pleaſures of theTown - 35 


t Quality — Seven ordinary Courtiers — Nine- 
Attorneys: Eleven Counſellors Twenty 
uſtices of the Peace; and one hundred Presbyterian 
bus Theſe Courtiers and People of Quality pay 
ingly, 1 ſuppoſe. 1 1 

7. Not always I have wafted over many a Spirit 
Lac d Coat, who has been torc'd to leave it with 


if, Gentlemen, the next is one of Charon's Men with 
noner. 


Exe 


et; th 


Enter Sailor, and a Sexton, 
on 


ur. How now? 9 | 

l. We have caught the Rogue at laſt This is 
Robrave the Sexton, who has plundercd ſo many 
tf, | 75 

7. Are you come at laſt, Sir? what have you to ſay 
jour ſelf -—-ha ! what's become of all the Jewels and 
* Things you have ſtolen? where are they, 
x, Alack- a· day I am an unfortunate poor Rogue; the 
xch-Wardens and Clerks have had them all, I had only 
Reward for ſtealing them. | 

bar, Then you ſhall Rave another Reward here, Sir. 
him before Juſtice Minos immediately Away 
him. | _____ [ Ex. Sailor andSexton. 
i, Who knows whether this Rogue has not robb'd 
bo. Iforgot to look in upon my Body before I came 


. 


. I won 
eWorld 
my 30 

ye bak 
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h) pn 
ok mol). 
| of Mer. Had you any thing of Value buried with you? 

i a 1 of ineſtimable Value; fix Folio's of my 
Works. rel i 
af, Moſt Poets of this Age will have their Works 
«with them, uh 
ound ti Enter Sailor. 5 
book, 4. There is a great Number of Paſſengers arriv'd 

gland, all bound to the Court of Nonſenſe. | 
ok at tler. Some Plague I ſuppoſe, or a freſh Cargo of Phy- 
s come to Town from theUniyerfities Or perhaps 
eſs off broke out, e 
OT C 2 Sai. 


's to N 


30 The Pleaſures of the Towns 
Sail; No, no! theſe are al! Authors, and a War! 

ſendsany of them hither. | NE ab 
Maſt. Now, Gentlemen, I allproduceſucha 

Figures as I may defy all Europe, except our ovn Pa 

ſes, to equal Come, put away. 

Enter Don Tragedio, Sir Farcical Comick, Dy. Om 

Signior Opera, Mounſi eur Pantomine, and .. 
Novell. 

Poet. Ha! Don Tragedio, your moſt obedient 
Sir Farcical— Dr. Orator, | am heartily glad to ſee yn 
Dear Signior Opera Mounſieur Pantomine— Mrs. N. 
in the Shades too! what lucky Diſtemper can have 
much good Company hither? 

Trag. A Tragedy occaſioned me to die; 
That periſhing the firſt day, fo did 1. 

Farc. An Rntertainment ſent me out ot the World 

My Life went out in a Hiſs—Stap my Breath. 


| 
\ 


Aix Iv. Silvia, my Deareſt, 


Oper. Clapsuniverſal, 
Applauſes reſounding ; 


Hiſſes confounding 1 
Attending my Song: t 

My Senſes drowned, '[ 
And 1 fell down Dead, F 1 
Whilſt I was Singing, Ding, dang, dong. Wh"! 

; | ' m1 

Poet. Well Mounſienr Pantomine, how came vou 


your Fate? 
Pantom. | Makes Signs to his we. | 

Poet. Broke his Neck: Alas poor Gentleman !. 

And you Madam Novell © | 
Nov. Mine was a hard Caſe indeed. 


AIR V. Twas when the Seas wereroart 


Oh! Pity all a Maiden, 
Condemn d hard Fates to prove; 
I rather would have laid. in, 
Than abus have dy'd for Love! 


# 
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"Twas hard t encounter Death a, 
Beſore the Bridal Bed; 
Ab would Thad kept my Breath a, 
And loſt my Maiden- heal. 


. Poor Lady! 

if, Twas a hard Fate indeed, in this Age. 
vr, Well, my Maſters, I wiſh you well. I muſt take 
of you, If you follow that Path you'll arrive at the 


of Nonſenſe. Exit Charon. 
t, Gentlemen, if you pleaſe I'll ſhew you the Way. 
[ Exeunt, 


|, The next, Gentlemen, is a Blackamore Lay, 
omes to preſent you with a Saraband and Caſtanets. 
„ | [ 4 Dance. 
if, Now, Gentlemen and Ladies, I ſhall-produce a 
ler who is the prime Miniſter of Nonſenſe, and the 


Enter Bookſeller, and Poet. 
"Tis ſtrange, tis wondrous ſtrange! 
Aud yet *tis true Did you obſerve her Eyes? 
. Her Ears rather, for there ſhe took the Infection. 
the Signior's Viſage in his Voice. | 
Did you not mark, how ſne melted when he ſung? 
Law her like another Dido 1 ſaw her Heart 
wer Eyes, and drop down again to her Ears. 
| That a Woman of ſo much Senſe as the Goddeſs 
me vou, ſhould be taken thus at firſt Sight! I have 
Mr faithfully theſe thirty Years as a Bookſeller in the 
Vorld, and never knew her guilty of one Folly 


2 


Nay certainly, Mr. Curry, you know as much of 
ny Man, : | 

[think I ought, Tam ſure I have made as large 
k to her, as all VWarwicl-Lane and Pater-Noſter- 


kit is ſhe, this Night, to be married to Signior 


This is to be the Bridal Night— Well, this will 
cli Thing that has happen'd in the Shades, * 
5 C 3 the 
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38 be Pleaſures of the Town. 
the Rape of Proſerpine— But now I think ont, 


fat. Grub. Street harbours as many Pirates as ever 4 


very luckily this Time. Spadille, there's Bi 


News bring you trom the other World? 
Poet. Why Affairs go much in the ſame Road th 
when you were alive, Authors ſtarve and Bookſellersg 


did They have more Theatres than are at Pai 
Juſt as much Wit as there is at 4mſterdam ; they hare 
ſack d all 1zaly for Singers, and all France for Dancer, 
Book. And all Hell tor Conjurers. 
Poet. My Lord-Mayor has ſhorten'd the Time of 
tholomew Fair in S mithfeeld, and ſo they are refolv'dt 
it all the Year round at the other End of the Town. 
Book, I find Matters go ſwimmingly; but I Hue 
wanted; if you pleaſe, Sir, I will ſhew you the un 
Poet. Sir, | follow you. U 
Emer Joan, Lady King- call, Mrs, Glaſs. ring, « 
| Mes. Cheat- em. 
Joan. I ask Leave. 
All. With you, Madam. 
Joan. Cjuhs, and the King of Hearts. 
' Glaſs. Sure hever was any thing ſo provoking aſi 
vou always put me out of agreat Game. [I 
Lady King. There's your King, Madam; you batt 


have won our Game. 7 
Joan. 1 ſay nothing. 
King. Ill play it. | 1 
Glaſs. Then you have loſt it; there isthe beſt Di 
Joan. Was ever ſuch Play ſeen ? I wou'd not. 7 
Lady King-call, for Farthings. | | If 
King. | have ſeen your Lady ſhip make greater "oy 
Joan. I wiſh you'd name when, Madam. | 
King I have not ſo good a Memory, Madam. Wh 
Joan. I am ſorry for it. Madam, for you ſeem il 
one; it might be of uſetoyou. Mr 
King. 1wiſh you had a better, Madam, it mi 1 


uſe to others. 
Joan. What do you mean, Madam? 
King, I mean, that you owe me a Guinea. 
Jean, believe, Madam, you forget you o 


„. 


Ling. Madam, I deny it. 
n't, * And I deny yours. 
N | nf 
C 4; Oh fye, Ladies! 


1 King, It's happy for your Enemies, that your Lady ſhip's 


yer cker is ſo well Known. | 
pen. It would become any body to ſay ſo, better than 
y han — | never ſtole China. | | 
"cer; ſing. You are an impudent Sow. 5 
Jun. Lou are an old ugly Sow, and I'll make you know 


| 1hey fight. 
Enter Punch. 40 


punch. Have I caught you, Madam ? I'll put an End te 
Quaarille, am reſolv d. Get you home, Strum- 

And youare the fine Ladies who bring her to this. — 

drive all of you. EE . 

| [ Kicks them out, and over-turns the Table. 
af, Very uncivilly done, truly, Maſter Punch. 

unch, Uncivilly ! why, Sir, ſince this Game of Qua- 

has been in Faſhion, the has never look'd after my Fa- 

j ſhe does nothing but eat, drink, ſleep, dreſs, and 

at Quadrille. 0 | 


Alx VI. To you fair Ladies. 


me ol 
wlv'dto 


Tv all ycu Husbands, and you Wives, 
This Punchinello ſongs ; 

For Reformation of your Lives, 
This good Advice he. brings; 

That if you would avoid all Il, 

lou ſhou'd leave off the dear Quadrille. 


No Tyrant on the Earth, his Slaves | 
With greater Terror awes ; _ 
Vith Force more abſolute behaves, 
Nor gives ſeverer Laws; 
Unequal tho his Taxes fall, 
Ib!y're with a Smile receiv'd by all, 


C4 | How 
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go The Pleaſures of the Town, 


How many Beauties, rich in Charms, 
Are ſubjeft to his Will! 
The Bride, when in the Bride 8 5 Arm; 
Still thinks on dear Quadrille 
Hier Spouſe her Body may enroll, 
Quadrille : is Maſter of her Soul. 


The China People ( Sailors ſay) 
When they have loſt their Pence, 
T heir Families and Selves will play, 
Heav'n keep that Cuſtom hence! 
For Beauties of the firſt Degree. 
May ſo be Slaves to ſome Marquis. [ExitPund 


ff. Gentlemen, the next Figures are Some - boch 1 
No- boch, who come to preſent you with a Dance, 


Enter Some-body, and — 


They Dance. | 
Ain VII. Black Joke: 


Some. Of all the Men in London Town, 
Or Knaves, or Fools, in Coat, or Gowl 
The Repreſentative am I. 
No, Go thro' the World, and you will find, 
In all the Claſſes of Human- lind, 
Many a jolly No- body. 


For him a No-body, ſure we may call, 
Who during his Life does . at all, 
But Eat, and Snore, 
And Drink, and Roar, 
From Whore to the Tavern, from Tavern to FT 
With a lac'd Gul, and that is all. 


a op, Gentlemen, this is the End of the firſt Int 
ute, 


*. L a > 
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% e r lee 
Maft. Now, Gentlemen, I ſhall preſent you with the 
noſt glorious Scene that has ever appear'd on the Stage; 
tis The Cours of Nonſenſe. Play away, ſoft Mulick, 
nd draw up the Curtain. 5 


lle Curtain drawn up to foft Muſick, diſcovers the Ged- 
deſs of Nonſenſe on a Throne; the Orator, in a Tub ; 
Tragedio, gc, attending. Sn 


Nonſ. Let all my Votaries prepare 

To celebrate this joy ful Day. 
Maſt. Gentlemen, obſerve what a Lover of Recitati- 
u, Nonſenſe is. I 7 | 
Nonſ. Monſieur Pantomine ! you are welcome. 
Pant. | Cuts a Caper. Y ] — | 
Nonſ. Alas, poor Gentleman ! he is modeſt ; you may 
jak; no Words offend, that have no Wit in them. 
Mft, Why, Madam Nonſenſe, don't you know that 
onſieur Pantomine is dumb? and yet, let me tell 
bu, he has been of great Service to ou. be is 
te only One of your Votaries that ſets People aſleep 
ithout Talking, But here's Dow Tragedio will make 
ile enough. . 


Trag. Yes, Tragedio is indeed my Name, 


ng ſince recorded in the Rolls ot Fame, 
t Ln. olns- Inn, and eke at Drury - Lane. 
t everlaſting Thunder ſound my Praiſe, 
id forked Light'ning in my Scutcheon blaze; 
0 Shakeſpear, Johnſon, Dryden, Lee, or Rowe, 
nota Line, no, not a Thought, do owe. 
g e, for my Novelt Y, let all adore, | 

ſor, as I wrote, none ever wrote before. 
e Thou art doubly welcome, welcome. 
Tag. That Welcome, yes, that Welcome is my Dug, 
Wo Tragedies I wrote, and wrote for you; = 
nd, had not Hiſſes, Hiſles me diſmay d. i! 
this, I'd writ Two-ſcore, Two-ſcore, by Jay d. 1 


1 


42 The Pleaſures of the Town. 
_. Maſt. By Jay'd! ay, that's another Excellence of th, 
Don's ; he does not only glean up all the Bad W. ords of 
other Authors, but makes new Bad Words of his own, 

Sir Farc. Nay, i' gad, I have made New Words, aud 
ſpoibd Old ones too, if you talk of that, I have made 
Foreigners break Engliſh, and Engliſhmen break Latin. 
I have as great a Confuſion of Languages in my Ply, 
as Was at the Building of Babel. 1 
Maſt. And ſo much the more extraordinary, becaul 
the Author underſtands no Language at all. 

Sir Farc. No Language at all! 

dals. VVV 

Maſt. But, Sir Farcical, J hear you had once an Inten- 

tion to introduce a Set of Marrow-bones and Cleayers 
upon the Stage. | 

Sir Farc. Tis true: And I did produce one Bone, but 
it ſtuck ſo confoundedly in the Stomach of the Audi 
ence, that I was obliged to drop the Project. 

Nonſ. Dr. Orator, J have heard of you. 

Orat. Ay, and you might have heard me too, I baw!' 
loud enough, I'm ſure. . ä 

Maſt. She might have heard you But if ſhe had 
underſtood your Advertiſements, I will believe Nonſeſ 

to have more Underſtanding than Apollo. 

Orat. Have underſtood me, Sir! what has Under- 
ſtanding to do? My Hearers would be diverted, and the 
are ſo. which could not be, if Underſtanding were 
neceſlary, becauſe very few of them have any. 
Nonſ. You've all deſery'd my hearty Thanks, —- but 
here my Treaſure I beſtow. To Signior Open. 


Aix VIII. Lillibolera. 


Op. Let the fooliſh Philoſopher ſtrive in his Cell, 
B) Wiſdom, or Virtue, to merit true Praiſe; 
The Soldier in Hardſhip and Danger ſtill dwell, 
That Glory and Honour may crown his laſt oh 

The Patriot ſweat, © | 

. To.be thought Great; 


Stap my Vi. 


- of the | 


ords of 
Wn 

ds, and 
e made 
atin. 


y Play, 
becaule 
my Vi. 


Inten- 
leavers 


ne, but 


e Audi 


| bawl'd 
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Or Beauty all Day at the Looking-glaſs toil; 
That popular Voices 
May ring their Applauſes, 
While a Breath is the only Reward of their Coil. 


But would you a wiſe Man to Action incite, 
Be Riches propos'd the Reward of his Pain, 
In Riches is center d all Human Delight; 
No Joy is on Earth, but what Gold can obtain. 
If Women, Wine, 
Or Grandeur fine, . 
Be moſt your Delight, all theſe Riches can; 
Would you have Men to flatter? 
To he Rich is the Matter; 
IWhen you cry he is Rith, you cry a Great Man. 
Nonſ. [ Repeating in an Ecſtacy, ) 
When you cry he is Rich, you cry a Great Man, 


Braviſimo) J long to be your Wife. he 
Novel, If all my Romances ever pleas'd the Ear of 
my Goddeſs: —if I ever found Fayour in her Sight 
— Oh, do not rob me thus! | 
Nonſ. What means my Daughter ? 
Novel. Alas, he is my Husband ! | 
Curry. But tho he were your Husband in the other 
World, Death ſolves that Tye, and he is at Liberty now 
to take another; and I never knew any one Inſtance 


of a Husband here, who would take the ſame Wife again. 


AR IX. Whilſt I gaze on Cle trembling. 


Novel. May all Maids from me take Warning, 
| How 4 Lover's Arms they fly : 
Left the firſt kind Offer ſcorning, 
They, without a Second, dye. 


How unhappy is my Paſſion ! 
How tormenting is my Pain! 
If you thwart my Inclination, 
Let me die for Love again. 
as Carty. 
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Curry. Again! What, did you die for Love of you 
Husband ? 

Novel. He knows he ought to have been I 
He {wore he would be ſo — Yes, he knowsI dy! 
for Love, for Idydin Child-bed. 

Orat. Why, Madam, did you not tell me all the Rex 
hither, that you was a Virgin? 


AIR X. Highland Laddy. 


Twas told, in my Life, 
Death, for ever, 
Did diſever 
Men from ev'ry mortal Strife, 
And that greateſt Plague, a Wife, 
For had the Prieſts poſſeſt Men, 
That to Tartarus 
Wives came after us, 
Their Devil would be a Feſt then | 
And our Devil a Wife, 


Non,. Avaunt, polluted Wretch! begone: 0 
Think not1'll take Pollution to my Arms, 
No, no, — no, no, no, no, no. 

Oper, Well, ſince I can t have a Goddeſs, I'lle en prove 
2 Man of honour- I was OO? in love with thee, 
my Angel. | 

Novel. Now I am happy, verily. 

Oper, My long-loſt Dear ! 

Novel. My new-found Bud! 


Al R XI. Duſty Miller. 


Will my charming Creature 
Once again receive me? 
Th Iprev'da Tray tor, 
Mill fhe ſtill believe me? 
T zwill well repay thee, 
Hor pair Faults of Roving, 
Nor ſhall any Day be | 
1 ithout a of Loving, 


a 


N 


prove 
1 thee, 


On 


f 1 
we Pleaſures of the Tron: 
On that tender lilly Breaſ, 
 Whileſt Flie panting. 
Both together bleſt 
Both with tranſports fainting, 
Sure no human Hearts 
Were ever ſo delighted 


Death, which others parts, 
Hath our Souls united, 


Air XII. Over the Hills and far away. 


0p, Were Ilaid on Scotland's Coaſt, 


And in my Arms embrac'd my Dear, 
Let Scrubado do its moſt, 


I would know no Grief or Fear. 
Nov, Were we caſt on Ireland's Soil, 


There conſin d in Bogs to dwell, 
For thee Potatoes I would boil, 


No Iriſh Spouſe ſhou'd feaſt ſo well, 
And the we ſcrubb'd it all the Day, 
v. We'd kiſs, and hug the Night away; 
Scotch and Iriſh both ſhou d ſay, 

both, Oh, how bleſt ! how bleſt are they! 


jay the humbleſt, yet not the leaſt dili 
mts, hope ſhe wou'd ſmile on him? 
oddeſs with an Oration. 


g to be held forth, 


ddleftick, 


ule it plays upon a Crowd. A Fiddle is like a St 
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Orat. Since my Goddeſs is diſengag'd from one Lover, 
gent of her.Ser- 


Maſt, Maſter Orator, you had beſt try to charm. the 
bat. TheHiſtory of a Fiddle and a Fiddleſtick is go- 


AFiddle is a Stateſman: why ? Becauſe it's hollow. A 
adleſtick is a Drunkard : why? Becauſe i: loves Ros'- 


| Maft, Gentlemen, obſerve how he ballances his Hands; 
Left Hand is the Fiddle, and his Right Hand is the 


Orat, A Fiddle is likea Beau's-Noſe, becauſe the Bridge 
often down; a Fiddleſtick is like a Mountcuank, be- 


ock- 


job- 
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46 The Pleaſures of the Townd 
jobber's Tongue, becauſe it ſounds different Notes; and 
a Fiddleſtick is like a Stockjobber's Wig, becauſe it has 4 
great deal of Horſchair init. | - Is 
Maſt, And your Oration is like your ſelf; becauſe it hay 
a great deal of Nonſenſe in it. | 
; __ In vain you try to Charm my Eats, unleſs by 
Muſick, | 


Orat. Have at you then. 3 

Maſt. Gentlemen, obſerve how the Doctor ſings in 
his Tub here are no Wires all alive, alive, 
ho! | | | 
Orat, Chimes of the Times, to the Tune of Moll 
Pately. | | 


Ain XI'I. Moll Pateh. 


All Men are Birds by Nature, Sir, 
Tho' they have not wings to fly; 
Oz Earth a Soldier's a Creature, Sir, 
Much reſembling a Kite in the S y; 
The Phyſician is a Fowl, Sir, 4] 
Whom moſt Men call an Owl, Sir, | 
Who by his Hooting, 
Hooting, hooting, 
Hooting, hooting, 
Hooting, hooting, 
Tells us that Death is nigh, 


The Uſurer is a Swallow, Sir, 
| That can ſwallow Gold by the Jorum 
A Woodcock is Squire Shallow, Sir; 
And aGooſe is oft of the Quorum: 
The Gameſter is a Rook, Sir; 
The Lawyer with his Coke, Sir, 
1s but a Raven, 
Croaking, croaking, 
Croaking, croaking, 
 Croaking, croatung,, 
Aſter the ready Rhinorum. 


and 
has 2 


it has 
ſs by 
gs in 
Shire 


Moll 


OOO ²˙ A ˙ EB 
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voy Virgins are ſcarce as Rails, Sir 3 
Soft Italians are Nightingales, Sir, 


And à CGCock-Sparrow mimicks a Beau 


Like Birds Men are to be Caught, Sir, 
Like Birds Men are to be Bought, Sir: 
Nen of a Side, | 
Like Birds of a Feather, 
Will flock together, 
Will flock together, | 
Both Sexes like Birds wii... 


uns. Tis all in vain. 

Ing. Is Nonſenſe of me then forgetful grown, 

ud muſt the Signior be preferr'd alone ? 

it tor this, for this, ye Gods! that I 3 

ye in one Scene made ſome Folks laugh, ſome cry ? 
For this does my low bluſt'ring Language creep, 

It once to wake you, and to make you ſleep ? 

ir Far, And ſoall my Puns, and Quibbles, and Co- 
(drums are quite forgotten, ſtap my Vitals; but ſurely 
— will remember a eertain thing call'd a 
oral. | 

rat. More Chimes of the Times, to the Tune of 
Fes, Rogues, Rogues. | 


AIR XIV. There Was a jovial Beggar. 


The Stone that all things turns at will 
To Gold the Chymiſt craves; 
But Gold, without the Chymiſt's skill, 
Turns all Men into Knaves, 
For a Cheating they will go, &c. 


a= 


The Merchant wou'd the Courtier cheat, 
When on his Goods he lays 
Too high a Price but faith he's bit, 
For a Courtier never pays, 
| For a Cheating they will go, & c. 
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IT be Lauper, with a Face demure, 
Hlangs him who ſteals your Pelf; 


felt, he looks like one of Apolio's People in my Opin 


Becauſe the good Man can endure 
No Robber but him{zlf, 5 
| , For a Cheating, &c, 


Bet wixt the Quack and Highwayman 
What pet. can there be? __ 
Iho this with Piſtol, that with Pen, 

Both kill you for a Fee. | 
ET For a Cheating, & e. 


The Husband cheats his loving Wiſe, 
And to a Miſtreſs goes, 

While ſhe at home, to eaſe her Life, 
Carouſes withthe Beauss  _ 
8 For a Cheating, & c. 


mn > oc. 


The Tenant does the Steward nick, 
(S0 low this Art we find,) 
The Steward doth his Lordſhip trick, 
X Lord tricks all Mankind. 
For a Cheating, &c. 


One Sect there are to whoſe fair Lot 
No cheating Arts do fall, 
And thoſe are Parſons call d, God wot ;- 
And ſo Icheat youall, _ | 
For a Cheating, &c. 


Enter Charon. | 
Char. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, there is an odd fott( 
a Man o' t other ſide the Water, ſays he's recommended 
you by ſgme People of Quality. Agad 1 dont carey 
take him aboard, not I,— he ſays his Name is Hyril 
rumbo—_—rumbo—— Hurlobor lo, I think he calls ul 


he ſee ms to be mad enough to be a real Poet. 


The Pleaſures of the Toby: 
Von. Take him aboard. 


Curry, That's no News, Mr. Charon. © - 
Char, Well, Pll take Hurloborumbo aboard, 


all who've heard my Cuſhion beat, 
Confeſs me as full of Dullneſs 

gan) Egg is full of Meat, 

Or full Moon is of Fullneſs ; 

t the Juſtice and his Clerk both own, 
Than theirs my Dullneſs greater; 

pd tell how Juve harangu d the Town, 
en Iwas a bold Orator, To 


Lawyer wrangling at the Bar, 

While the Reverend Gench is dozing, 
e Scribler in a Pamphlet War, 

V; Grubſtreet Bard compoſing; 
etrudging Quack in Scarlet Cloak, 
Or Coffee-houſe Politick Prater; 
none come up to what I have ſpoke, 
When Iwas a bold Orator. 


ruell-bred Coltrtier telling Lies, 

Or Levee Hunter believing 3 | 
van Coquet that rolls her Eyes, 

Wore empty Fops deceivin n; 


odd fott( 


amended 


ent CUE f: Parſon of diſſenting Gang, 
is Her fattering Dedirator, „ 
ie calls Id none of them like me Harangue, 
ny Open 1 was a bold Orator. 
\ 
D 


[Exit Charon. 
vat. I muſt witi the Goddeſs before he arrives, orclſs 
dall loſe her for ever. — A Rap at the Times, | 


* 


Wit. x 


\ 


A1is XV. When was a Dame of Honour, 


Enter 


49. 


. had for ot to tell your Ladyſhip, I hear rare 
br they ſay 1 are to be declared Goddeſs of 


5 
* ">*: 


: 
{ 0 


— 


Fo. 


* that no body dares di 


would be the Death of me; but lam reſolved to proce: 
have Breath you ſhall hear me, and I hope 


The Phaſures of the Tun. 


Enter Punch. 


Punch, You, you, you. 
Maſt. What's the matter, Punch? 
Paneh. Who is that? 
Maſt. That's an Orator, Maſter Punch, 
Punch. An Orator-- - What's that? 
. Why an Orator is, is agad I can't tell what; bei 
tewith, 
wnch. Say you yy In be with him preſently—Brin 
_ my mY there—T'l — with you I'll warrant— 
am a Muggletonian. 
Orat. I am not. 
Punch. Then you are not of my Opinion. 
Orat. Sirrah, I know that you and your whole Tri 


to confute you as 1 have done hitherto, and as long i 
I have Brea 


cnough to blow youallout of the World, 
Punch. If Noiſe will. 
Orat. Sir, I 
Punch. Hear me, Sir. 
Nonf. Hear him hear him. hear him. 


AIR XVI. Hey Baynaty, take it for Warning, 


Punch. No Tricks * ſave your Bacon, 
Orator, Orator, you are miſtaken; 
Punch will not be thus conjuted, 
Bring forth your Reaſons or you are Monſuil 
Heigh ho. 
No Tricks ſhall ſave your Bacon, 
Orator, Orator, you are miſtaken. 
Orat. Inſtead of Reaſons advancing, 
Let the _ be ac by dancing. 
* F 9. (Th ey hey as 


The Pleaſures of the Town. ox 
af, Tis all i in vain 2 A Virgin I will live; and oh 
* pr Ithee take this Chaplet, and ſill wear it 


Nonſenſe then at length determine 
ble to 0 Singing - ro e | 


oor 12 
To give the 
Inl, Ido. 

6. Then Opera come on, and let us _ 
Whether ſhallwear the Chaplet, you or 1 


(AIR XVII. Be kind and love. 


ob, ſaars to take his precious Life away: 5 
So * weet a Voice muſt ſure your Paſſion la 
hear his gentle Murmurs firſt, and t en, 
If you can kill him, I will cry Amen. 
4. Since but a i ou ask, a Song I'll hears 
But tell him that laſt Song, is his laſt Prayer. 


1 Barbarous cruel Man, < 
nm thus while I'm  2Ying, I'm dying like a 8 
I'm dying like a Swan, 
ASwan, 5 
A Swan, | 
With my Face all pale ond wan. 
More fierce art thou than Pyrates, 
Than Pyrates, 
Mom he Syrens M uſt ck charms, 
| IMs, 


Diſarms; 
More fierce than Men on the high Roads, 
| On the high - - ads, 
On the high Roads. 
More fierce than Men on the high Ro ads, 
Whom Polly Peachumwarms. 
The Devil 
Was made civil, | 
8y Orpheus zuneful Gharm: ; i 
D 2 = An 
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ee 


14s »4 8 
o-o-ootocc- , 


He gentler prove than Man? 
Trag, I cannot do it — [ Sheaths b 
Methinks 1 feel my Fleſh conpeal'd to Bone, 
And know not vm Fleſh and Blood or Stone, 
Pant. [Runsſeveral times round the Stage} 
Norſ. pd what means Monſieur Pantomine? 
= By his pointing to his Head, I ſuppoſe hey 
have the Chaplet. _. 
Nonſ. Pretty Youth! 
Nov. Oh, my dear, how ſhall 1 expreſs the Trou 
Soul? © 7 

* It there be Sympathy i in Love; Pm ſure felt 

for was in a damnable fright too. 

Nov. Give men Buſs then. 


AIR NIX. Under the Greenwood Tree. Me 


In vain a thouſand Heroes and Kings, 
Should court me to their Arms, 
In vain ſhould give me a Thouſand fine Thing 
For thee I'd reſerve my Charms: © 
on that dear Breaſt, intranc d in Joy, 
Oh, let me ever be. 
Oph. Oh, how 1 will kiſs thee, 
How I embliſi thee, 
When thou art a-bed with me. 14 
Nonſ. repeats, ] Oh, how 1 will kiſs tha, Kc. P 


Sir Farc. Since nothing but a Song v will do, [ wil 
"I -_ gltoo. 

ans, pray obſerve ard take notice ho 

Toft Song ſets * aſleep. ; 


Al R xXx. Hunt the Squirrel, 


6 "Ci my Goitleſs then fotget 
Paraphonalia, | 
Paraphonalia? 


Can ſhe theCrown on another . 


The Pleaſures of the Town, e 
Than of her Parphonalia : CORY 

If that had not done too, 2 | 

Rmember my Bone t o, 8 

My Bone, my Bone, my Bone: x vi 

Sure my Goddeſs never can | Ga 
Forget myMarrow-bone. a 8 


1:1 
one, 


ne? | 

ſehen ; Nonſenſe i is aſleep. | — 
„ Oh, 16 immortal Powers! ; 

. If any thing can wake her *tis a Dance. 


w, A Dance —— a Dance < —I Dance, 


Enter Chiron, 


Trou 


1 felt i 


2 
4 


| How now, Charon : you are not to el yet. 

| To enter, Sir! Alack- a- day! we are all undone : 
Tree, Conltable, and Mr, Meri, the — 
coming in. 


Enter Murder - text and Conſtable. 
Are you the Maſter of the Puppet Show? 


Yes, Sir, 

E. you muſt along with me, sir; 5.4 have. "2 
for you, Sir. | 

for what ? 8 

For abuſing Nonſenſe, Sirrah. „ 

my ot Quality are not to have their Diverſions 
Ms Rate : 
No, Sirrah; nor the Saiats are not be abus d 


„ 


N what do you ts me, Gentlemen? 
eri, 1 ſmell a great deal of A bomination. 
ſanels.— a Smell of Brimſtone offendeth m 
iupp:r-Show is he Drvil's-houſe, and I will“ 
- ſhall you abuſe 2. onſenſe, when the whole 
ports it? 
tox on't, had this Fellow ſtaid a few Moments 
— till che Dance had been over, 1 had been 
| D 3 caſy 


? 
. 


et 
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ealy. Hark you, Mr. Conſtable, ſhall I only beg 
Patience for one Dance, and then I'll wait on you? 

| Murd. Sirrah, don't try to corrupt the Magiſtrate 
thy Bribes. bere ſhall be no | rg; 
it is a Prophane Myſtery, and hath in it a ſuperfli 
Abomination. 


Nov. What does this Fellow ot a Conſtable men 
terupting our Play ? 9 5 


Oh Mr. Conſtable 
J Drunken Raſcal, 
. WouldThadthee at the Roſe, 
| May ſt thou be beaten, : 
Hang d m and eaten, 
May ſt thou be eaten, earth, 
_ Eaten, gaten, 5 
=o Eaten by the Carrion Crows. 
* The Filth that lies in Common Shores, 
May it ever lis in thy Noſe, 
T 
Ti in thy Noſ e 
Oh may it lie in thy Noſe. 
Maſt. Mpllifie yourſelf, Madam 


Murd. Verily that is a pretty Creature; i 
Piece of Charity to take her to my ſelf for a Hand 


— MX af . * 


Conſt. Very pretty, very pretty truly 
3 ee at e een the Di 
be a Conſtable for me Harkee, Madam, do) 
who we are? 2855 er 
Nov. A Rogue, Si. 
Conſt. Madam, I'm a Conſtable by Day, ane 

of Peace by Night, 

Nou. That is a Buzzard by Day, andand 
Night. | 


q 
Net 
fe 
" 


g 


Vn 


* 
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Arn XXII. New Market, 


Conſt. Why, Madam, do you give ſuch Words as theſe 
To a Conſtable and 2 of Peace ? 1 
I fancy you'll better kuow how to ſteak, 
By that time you ve been in Bridewell a Week ; 
Have beaten good Wemp, and been 
Whipt at a Poſt ; 
| Thope you'll repent, whon ſome Skin 
Tou have loſt. e 
But if this makes you tremble, I' hot be ſevere; 
Come down a good Guinea, and you ſhall be clear. 
Nov. Oh, Mr. Murder-text, you, I am ſure, are the 
commander in this Tnterprize. If you will prevent 
3 of our Show, ler me beg you will permit the 
e. 5 | 


* 


Arn XXIII. Charming Berry. 


Gentle Preacher, 


Non- con Teacher, _ 
K let us tale a Dance ; 
Li.ave your Canting, 
Zealous Ranting, 
_ and on a merry Haunch 3 
1 ot10ns firing, 
aa VLounds inſpiring, 
e are led to ſoſter Joys; 
| Where in Trances, 
che Di Each Soul dances, : 
n, do , *{uſick then ſeems only Noiſe. 


$ 17 . | \ 

Murd. Verily, Iam conquer d Pity prevaileth 
ſet Severity, and the Fleſh bath ſubdued the Spirit. — 
rela Motion in me, and whether it be of Grace or no 1 
not certain Pretty Maid 1 cannot be deaf any 
"ger to your Prayers, I will abide the performing a 

lace, aud will my ſelf, being thereto moy'd by an inward 
| | D 4 working, 
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rorking, accompany you therein, taking for my Put 
that reverend Gentleman. 
Maſt. Then ſtrike up. 


Enter Witmore, Mrs. Moneywood, Harriot and But 
| REEL AR mite. FIN 


Har. My dear Harry 8 
Wit. Long live his Vajeſty of Bantam. 
Mrs. Money. Heaven preſerve him. 
Bant. Your gracious Father, Sir, greets you wel, 
Luck. or Maſti, What, in the Devil's Name, is 
Meaning of this? | | 
Bant. I find he is entirely ignorant of his Father, 
Wit, Ay, Sir, it is very common in this Edugtry 
. - Man not to know his Father. | FE FO 
Luck, What do you mean ? 5 
Bant. His Features are much alter d. 
Luck. Sir, I ſhall after your Features, if you proc 
Bane. Give me leave to explain my ſelt. I was jt 
Tutor in your earlieſt Years, ſent by your Father, his 
ſent Majeſty Francis IV. King of Bantam, to ſhew) 
the World. We arriv'd at London, when one Dy 
mong other Frolicks, oar Ship's Crew ſhooting | 
Bridge, the Boat over-ſet, and of all our Company 
and your Royal Self were only fav'd by ſwimming i 
Jillingſaate; but tho' 1 ſav'd my Lite, I loft for fat 
time my Senſes, and you, as I then fear'd, for e 
When I recover'd, after a long fruitleſs Search for: 
Royal Maſter, I ſet Sail for Bantam, but was driven 
the Winds on far diſtant Coaſts, and wander d {cit 
Years, till at laſt I arriv'd once more at Bantam, 
Gueſs how | was receiv'd The King order'd 
to be impriſon'd for Life: At laſt, ſome lucky Chi 
brought thither a Merchant, who offer d this Jewd 
a Preſent to the King of Bantam. 
Luck. Ha! it is the ſame which was tied upon 
Arm, which by good Luck I preſerv'd from ever 
ther Accident, till want of Money forc d me to N 
te, by | 
| 5 
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Bant. The Merchant being ſtrict'y examin'd, ſaid he 
ud it of a Pawn-broker, upon which I was immedi- 
tcly diſpatch'd to Kugland, and the Merchant kept cloſe 
pifoner till my Return, then to be puniſh'd with Death, 
r rewarded With the Government of an Iſlend. | 
Luck, Rnow then, that at tliat Time when you loſt 
our Senſes, 1 alſo loit mine. I was taken up half dead 
yy a Waterman, and convey'd to his Wife, who ſold 
ters, by whoſe k ſſiſtance I recover d. Bur the Wa- 
ers of the Thames, like thoſe of Lahe, had caus d an 
tire Oblivion of my forme: Fortune... But now it 
reaks in like Light upon me, and I begin to recollect 
tall, Is not your Name Gorfalvo } 
Bart, 5 9 5 at Ea 

Luck. Oh, my Gonſalvo! ; 

Bant. Oh, as deareſt Lord! 7 Emlrace. 

Luck. But ſay by what lucky Accident yau diſcover'd 
Bant. I did intend to have adyertis'd you in the Eve- 


y Part 


4 But 


u well, 


ne, St 


Father, 
duytry 


DU proctt 

** ro8W'ng-Poſt, with a feward; but being directed by the 
\er, his Plerchant to the Pawn-broker, I was accidentally the .. . 
o ſhew\MEnquiriog after you, when your Boy brought your C 


one Di (Oh, ſad Remembrance, that the Son of a King ſhov..@ 


xooting Mwn a Hat!) The Woman told me, that vas the Boy 
dompan lat pavyn'd the Jewel, and of himel learnt where you 
mwing ode'd. | _— 
& for au Luck, Prodigious Fortune! [ A Poſt-horn without. 
d, for il: SE le | 
arch foi ! nter Meſſenger. 

as drivel 


 Meſſ. An Expreſs is arriv'd trom Bantam with the 


der d {it 

antam, News of his Majeicy's Death. | 

x order d . Bant. Then, Sir, you are King. Long live Henry I. 
ucky ChWing of Bantam. # „ 
nis Jewa om es. Long live Henty I. King ot Bantam. 


Luck. Mit more, I now may rcpay your Generoſity. 


2d upon f . Fortune has repaid me, 1 am ſure more than ſhe 
rom ever, by conferring this Bleſſing on you. 


me to p Luck. M Friend | But here I am indebted to 
le golden Goddeſs, for having given me an Oppar- 
Bd e tunit y 
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tunity to aggrandize the Miſtreſs of my Soul, 


her _ m_ Throne of 8 3 fo once more Ml! 
our Acclamations, Long live Henry and Harriet, 
Aud Queen of Bantam, ORR 2 
Omnes. Huzza! F 
Am XXIV. Gently touch the warbling Lite. : 
Harr. Let other fondly court a Throne, | 
All my Joy's in you alone, 
Let me\find a Crown in you | 
Let me find a Seepire too. 
| Equal in the Court or Grove, 5 
Jam bleſt do you but love. | 
Luck. Were I not with you to live, 
Bantam would no Pleaſure give. ' 
=o in ſome Foreſt I , 
C pon that Boſom lie, 
I would guard you from all Harms 
Whilſt you flept within my Arms. f 
Harr. Would an Alexander riſe, ge 7 
Him I'd view with ſcornful Eyes. 
Luck. Would Helen with thy Charms compare, 


Her I'd think not half” ſo fair: 
Daareſt ſhalt thou ever be, 
Harr, Thos aloneſhal: reign in me. 


. Co 1 our Majeſty will pardon a poor i 

rant Coat: 1 did — L your Worſhip, I 
JU. | 

Tucl. Pardon you Ay more. You ſhall be c 
Conſtable of Bantam, You, My. Murder-tex!, 
be my Chaplain z' you Sir, my Orator ; you MY b 
Laureat; you my Book. eller; you Don Tragedio, Sir 
cical and Signior Opera, ſhall entertain the City of Ban 
with your Performances. Mrs. Novel, you ſball bes 
mance Writer; and to ſhew my Generolity, Mari 
| Sparkiſh ſhall ſuperintend my Theatres — All prop 
vants for the King of Bantam. a 

Money. | always thought he had ſomething more 
ordinary in him. | : = 

Luck, This Gentlewoman is the Queen's Meth: 


u, 
ul, | 
more 
larriu, 
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lng. For want of a better, Gentlemen. 


; Arts XXV. Oh ponder well. 


leney. Alack how alter'd is my Fate! 
What Changes have I ſaen | 
For I. who Lodgings let of late, 
Am now again a Queen. 
tnch. And I, who in this Puppet - Shou 
Have played Punehenello, 
Mill now let all the Audience know . 
' am no common Fellow. 


Lie. 


bunch. If his Majeſty of Bantam will give me leave, 
[can make a Diſcovery Which will be to his Satisfaction. 
You have choſe for a Wife, Henrietta, Princeſs of Old 


Irentford. 
omnes. How! | 


Punch. When the King ot Old Brentford was expell'd by 


the King of the New, the Queen flew away with her little 
Daughter, then about two Y ears old, and was never heard 
of fince. But I ſufficiently recolle& the Phiz of my Mo- 
ther, and thus I àsk her Bleſſing. _ EE: 

Money. Oh, my Son! | 3 

Harr. Oh, my Brother ! 

Punch. Oh, my Siſter ! : 

Money. Iam ſorry, in this Pickle, to remember who | 
am. But alas! too true is all you've ſaid: Tho' I have been 
reduced to let Lodgings, I was the Queen of Brentford, and 
this, tho' a Player, is a King's Son. 2 


Enter Joan. 


Jean, Then I am aKing's Daughter, for this Gentle- 
wan is my Husband, _ 4 y 
Money, My Daughter ! 
Harr. My Siſter * 
F 
Punch, My Wife! 


* « 


Lugk. 


* 
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| Luck. Strike u „Kettle- Drums and Trumpet 4 

Punch, 1 will re pre you into par Kingdom at the Ex. 

pence of my own. Lil {en Expreſs to Bautam for 
Arm | 

8 Brother, I thank you——. And now, if yoy 

pas we will celebrate theſe happy 1 6 with z 


* A DANCE. 


9 - * —— 
1 2 


* n 


— 1 N — - — K C - 
4 * - . 2 
Gu - — 7 A ae 
2 ; 2 0 * . 
— — 7 1 2 
- * p 
_ OE: ts — — — 
3 — 1 . — a9 Pa. 
—— Sw ages. © 


Luck. Taught by my Fate, let never Bard deſpair, 
Tho' long he drudge, and iced on Grub. ſtreet Air: 
Since him (at ah tis Ki ſible to ſee 
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1 Poet, ö Mr. Jones. 
2 Poet, Mr. Dove. 

3 Poet, Mr. Marſhall. 
4 Poet, Mr. Wells jun, 
Player, Bo Miſs Palms. 
w__ | Mrs. Martin. 


Four Poets ſitting at a Table. 


Rethren, we are aſſembled here, to write 
An Epilogue, which muſt be ſpoke To- night. 
Let the firſt Lines were to the Pit addreſsd, 
If Criicks too were mention'd, it were beſt; 
With fulſome Flattery, let them be cramm'd, 
But if they damn the Play 
et them be damn d. 


; Suppoſing therefore; Brot her, we ſhou'd lay 


Some very great E ncomiums on the Play? 


I cannot be amiſs 7 
Nou mount the Boxes, 5 


Abuſe the Beaus, and Compliment the Doxies. 


Abuſe the Beaus ! But how? 
 =— Oh! never mind, | 


In ev'ry modern Epilogue, youll find 
Enough, which we may borrow of that kind. 
What will the Name of Imitation ſoften ? 

Oh! Sir, you cannot ſay good things too often; 
And ſure thoſe Thoughts which in another ſhine, 


Biene not duller, by becoming mine. 


2 Po. 


EPILOGUE. 


Fm ſatisſy d. 
e Audience is already © 
Divided into Critick, Beau, and Lady; 
Nor Box, nor Pit, nor Gallery, can ſhew 
One, who's not Lady, Criick, or a Beau. 
Tt muſt be very difficult to pleaſe 
Fancies ſo odd, ſo oppoſite as theſe. © 
The Task is not ſo difficult, as put; 
There's one thing pleaſes ail, 
— What it that? - 
— Smut, | | | 
For as a Whore is lik'd, for bang tawary 
So i an Epilogue for | 
(in a Paſſion.) — order you, 2 
On Pain of my Departure, not to chatter, 
One Word ſo very ſav ry of the Creature; 
For, by my Pen, might I Parnaſſus ſhare, 
Ted not, to gain it all, offend the Fair. 
Ton are too nice for ſay whate'er we can, 
Their Modeſty is ſafe behind a Fan. 
Well, let us now begin. 
But we omit 3 
An Epilogue's chief Decoration, Wit. 
It hath been ſo; but that fials Cuſtom 's broken; 
Tho dull to read, mill pleaſe you when tis ſpokes 
Enter the Author. 
i ue 2 the Audience nom hath ſtaid 
This half Hour for the Epilogue ——— 
All Po. — 'Tis not 3 a _ 
Auth, Heu)“ then I value not your Aid of that, 
F I havezhe Epalogus ſpoken by a Cat. 
| Puſs, Puſs, Puſs, Puſs, Puſs, Puſe, Puſs, 


U 


Enter Cat. 


1 Po. Tu in a Rage : 1 
When Cats tome on, Poets ſhow d leave the Staſi: 
Se . (Exeunt P 


29 9 


EPILOGUE. 

— Nor Puſs, come hither pratty Rogue, 

io knows but you may com to bein Voguat ; 
Some Ladies liks a Cat, and ſome a Dog, 


Enter a Player, 


y, Caſs) caſsI caſt! caſt! e, Mr. Luckleſs, what 
Can you be doing with that filthy Gat ? (Exit Cat. 
, Oh! curſt Misfortune uhat can The doing? 
- ThisDevil' scoming in has prov'd my Ruin. 
She's driv'n the Cat and Epilogue away. 
, bure you are mad, and know not what you ſay. 
th, Mad you may call me, Madam; but you'll own, 
Thope, 1am not madder than the Town, 
. A Cat to ſpeak an Epilogue 
— PEAK {on no, | 
Only to att the Epilogue in Dumb-Show. 
. Dumb-ſhow! ' © 
. nn Dy, pray, is that ſo (range a Comedy? 
And have you not ſeen Perſeus and Andromeda? 
' Where you may find ſtrange Ins:dents intended, 
And regular Intrigues begun and ended. \. 
Tho' not a Word doth from an Ackor fall; 8 


olen; 
is ſpokes. 


As tis polite to ſpeak in Murmurs ſmall, 
Jure, "tis politer not to ſpeak at all. 
+ Blut Who is this 


Enter Cat as a Woman. 


. Iko. Per 
— —_— 
Am now a Woman, lately was a Cat. 

(Turns to the Audience, 
Callants you ſeem to think this Transformation 
ds ſtr ange as was the Rabit's Procreation : 
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That tis as odd a Cat ſhould take the Habit © 
Of breading us, as we ſhou'd breed a Rabit. 
+ Pl warrant eating one of them wou'd be 
As eaſy to a Beau, asm——kiſing ne. 
I wou d not for the World that Thing ſhould catch 
Cries ſcar d Si Plume Fore-gad, my 
ſhe'd ſcratch us. | 
Net let not that deter you ſrom your Sport, 
Tou il find my Nails are par'd exceeding ſhort, 
But— Ha! - HM, Murmurs thro' the Benches 11 
' The Husbands cry —=we'ye Cat enough at home. 
This Transformation can be ſtrange to no Man, 
There's a great Likeneſs tꝛwixt a Cat and Woman, | 
Chang d by her Lover's eari.eſt Prayers, ue nf 
A Cat was, to a beauteous Maid of oli, | 
Co:''d modern Husbands thus the Gods prevail on} 
Ob gemini: what Wife wou'd have no Tail on. 
Puſs wou'd be ſten inhere Madam ately ſat, 
And ev'ry Lady Townly be a Cat, 
| - Say, all of you, whoſe Honey-moon is over, 
$M | What ou d you give ſuch Changes to diſcover; | 
Tl | And waking in the Morn, inſtead of Bride, 
' = To PRA Poor. bu y, purring by your Side. 
| Say, gentle Husbands, which of you won d curſi 
And cry, my Viſi is alter d for the worſe? | 


Shou d to our 5 ex the Gods like Fuſtice ſhow, | 
And at out Pray'rst ransform our Husbands tov, | 
Many a Lord, who now his fellow ſcorns, | 
Wou'd then exceed a Cat by nothing but his Hi 

Cs Plenty then wou d be thoſe Foes to Rats, 


Henly might prove that all Mankind areCats. 
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